Biography 


Richard Smith 


Name: 
- Richard Smith (Formerly) 
- Richard Mann 


Alias: 
- The Unusual Commander, Separatist Commander, The General, 
Commander Mann 


Gender: 
- Male 


Age: 
- 21 


Race: 
- Human 


Home: 
- Earth 
- Raxus 


Allegiance: 
- The Confederacy of Independent Systems 
- Mann. CO 


Rank: 
- Commander 
- General (Eventually) 


Weapons: 

- Lightsaber Shovel 

- Rocket Launcher (Cow Mangler) 
- Shotgun 

- Tool Gun 


Abilities: 

- Gmod Logic/Physics 

- SFM Logic/Physics 

- TF2 Logic/Physics 

- Gmod Cheats 

- Resurrection Immortality (AKA Respawn) 


Basic Description: 

- Richard Smith was once a young college student born somewhere in 
the Midwest of the USA, but was killed in an accident. When 
reincarnated, Richard Smith would have his name changed to 
Richard Mann, a homage to the Mann Brothers of TF2, and would be 
bestowed abilities of the abilities of TF2, SFM, and Gmod, allowing 
him to influence anything around him as he sees fit would. 


Personality: 

- Richard Smith is a kind soul, willing to help people out... buuuut, 
when he was given powers he slightly became like the Team Fortress 
2 Soldier: Jingoistic, Patriotic, and insane but most of his personality 
is that of kind and noble heart, who follows the values of the CIS and 
a true believer of the Separatist Cause, not from the Separatist 
Council. Even with further knowledge of the Star Wars Franchise, he's 
willing to prolong the war for his amusement since he wants to have 
fun, even interfering and ruining big Palpy's and Dooku's plans. 


Expect the Prologue soon. Because I was high with Canadian Cocaine 
andPURE ETHANOL!!! 


Prologue: An Unusual Beginning 


~Location: Earth, Midwest USA~ 


In the Midwest of the US, Richard Smith was just your average day 
guy living out his mundane life, for he is a man who loves many 
things, family friends, Star Wars, and Video Games. Richard Smith is 
a Caucasian man in his college years, with lean muscles and an 
interest in all things digital and fun. 


And this man, who will not die stupidly and ridiculously, is walking 
on the sides of the streets back to his home. 


His life is decent, to say the least, he's in college, studying for 
humanities. His college life was interesting, to say the least, he made 
some friends, and was doing well in his grade while trying not to be a 
disappointment to his parents like how Asian parents would react. 
And he was doing a-okay... 


... you know what? Fuck it! You're not here to know about this guy's 
college life or his...life! Oh no no no no, you're all here for the TF2 
Hilarity and nonsense that eventually plague Star Wars, right? 


And that book is about all of that, right? 
Well, I'll give it to you! TRUCK-KUN! YOU'RE UP! 
"What?" Richard said, looking at the author with wide eyes. 


*Cue the main character getting run over by a truck, as blood smears 
the paved street with people close by screaming terror* 


Thank you! 


"You're welcome..." The Truck said to the author before driving off 
for its next victim. 


There, now we get to the actual story! 
—_xX— 


Richard has died, surprisingly and unceremoniously, from getting run 
over by a truck for the hundredth time a main character comes on 
screen. Originally, the author thought to use Gun-Chan to do the job 
but the author rather is traditional with all these Isekai tropes. 


But as he died and became nothing more of the blood of gore smears 
on the side of a road like the waste of meat-bag he is, Richard has his 
life flash before his eyes from the day of his birth, the enjoyment and 
bond with his family and friends, the first time he watched Star Wars, 
and the first time he played Team Fortress 2 and Gmod, as well as 
many other kinds of moments from his life. Especially embarrassing 
moments he wished to forget yet his flashing tye life before his eyes 
forced him to remember those terrible and embarrassing memories. 


Anyways, Richard slowly wakes up and finds himself in an unknown 
Ms mysterious place of sorts. The area around him is a foggy place, 
swirling around him like a wormhole as it is between time, space, 
and reality. Confused, he looks up ahead illuminated by some kinds 
of lights. He steadily stands up and approaches the two orbs of light. 


"Greetings, Richard..." one of the Orbs spoke, "You have even 
chosen..." 


'Oh no... I'm in an obscure Star Wars reference...' Richard thought, 


looking at the three glowing illuminating orbs in front of him with 
wide eyes. 


",.. You've been chosen... you've been chosen..." The orbs chanted 
mystically, as Richard smith slowly and surely became entranced 
with chanting... until other orbs come into view. 


"Hey, guys what's going on... Wait, huh?!" The orb notices Richard 
and complained to the two, "We're doing this now?! It's 4 AM!" 


"Quiet! You're ruining the moment!" The other orb shouted at him. 


"Oh right, right..." the orb clears its throat and chants, "You've been 
chosen... you've been chosen..." 


Richard just looks so confused, as he just stared at floating orbs 
chanting to him, 'You've been Chosen’ over and over again. But the 
sudden interruption of the other orb kind of ruined its effect on his 
base on the confused look on his face that replaces the awe he once 
had. 


The other orb notices this and interrupts their chanting, "Okay, stop 
it. The moment has passed..." 


"Aw..." the leading orb turned to the late orb, "I blame you for 
ruining our grand entrance." 


"Hey! Wasn't my fault!" 


As the orbs argued a bit with Richard in the middle of all of this, he 
spoke up. 


"Um..." 


The Orbs stop their squabbling and turned to Richard. The leading 
orb then regains his composure and said, "Oh, I forgot that you're 
there." He clears his throat and said, "Anyways, Richard Smith of 
Earth! You have perished and died due to a sudden truck accident. 
But fear not! You've been chosen by us! The overseers of the 
multiverse!" 


Richard stared in awe at the claim. He, Richard Smith from a 


mediocre life, has been chosen by the overseers of the multiverse?! 


One of the orbs then deadpans to his peer, "Overseers of the 
Multiverse? Really? That's the best name you could come up with?" 


"Yeah, I thought we went with 'the Sovran of the Multiverse'!" The 
other orb was added. 


"Quite! You're ruining the moment again!" The lead orb hissed at the 
group but it seems Richard is too much in shock at what he just 
heard. Still processing what was told to him. 


"Me?! Chosen?! What am I chosen for?!" Richard's eyes then widened, 
"Oh god! Don't tell me I'll be an Isekai harem protagonist of some 
fantasy world!... though I wouldn't mind..." 


"What no, we're doing that! That's already overused!" The second 
Orb exclaims to Richard who looks quite relieved. 


"Oh..." Richard said half-relief and half disappointed and he looks up 
at the orbs, "...so what am I chosen for?" 


The lead orb of light floats slightly forward as if looking down over 
him. 


"Richard Smith, you've chosen to be reincarnated into the Star Wars 
Universe." 


"Wah?" Richard said in awe, he never thought he'd be reincarnated 
into one of his favorite franchises, though he's more of a prequel fan 
than he is an Original Trilogy Fan, and god no he ain't a Sequel Fan. 


"Yes, and you get to influence it as you see fit! Whether for good or 
bad intentions!" Another Orb exclaimed excitedly. 


",..most did it for bad intentions..." the Orb said solemnly, referring 
to the supposed chosen people they've reincarnated into other 
universes and only for their actions to make things worse. 


"Hey! It wasn't my fault for reincarnating people who had bad 
intentions!" Other orb retorts, "Those poor universes aren't able to 
recover because of your poor judgment." 


",..and who was the one responsible for sending a deranged man 
with obvious ill intentions and giving him the abilities of the God- 
Emperor of Mankind from 40k then reincarnating him to the MHA 
universe which nearly ended with near genocide of all quirk-users of 
the planet?" 


"Quiet, I wasn't at fault for that!" 


"That MHA universe had only 30% of its population left from that 
idiots’ 'crusade!' and most of the main cast died because of your 
judgment, only Izuku and half of Class 1A survived! It would take 
generations before the world recovered!" 


"I said, quiet!" 


The lead orb coughs to grab his peers' attention as he looks at 
Richard again. 


"As I said, yes. You'll be reincarnated into the Star Wars universe, 
able to change the way of life and timelines as you see fit!" The Lead 
Orb said with a powerful tone that makes mere mortals fall to their 
knees. 


Richard was astounded by this and exclaimed excitedly, "Anything?!" 


"Yes...! The Galaxy is your sandbox of bullshitery! You can do 
whatever you desire based on the powers you've chosen!" 


",..as long as it didn't end up like the MHAverse." The Other orb 
muttered as the man looks on with awe before soaking, 


"Is that so?" Richard said with a raise eyebrow. 


"Yes, and before you're reincarnated into the Galaxy we will give 
you any abilities you want! And you can use them to their fullest 
effect! Though it would take time for you to use it naturally!" 


",..It could be from any franchise you've dreamed of..." The other 
Orb added. 


",..anime, cartoons, video games, etcetera, etcetera!" The third orb 
added, "The possibilities of all your powers will be endless!" 


"Woah! That's cool!" Richard exclaims as he thought hard of which 
power he should get. He could perhaps ask for powers from Dragon 
Ball or something like that but after thinking hard, an idea comes in 
mind. 


...he got an idea. 
...A wonderful idea... 
...Richard Smith has a wonderful and crazy idea! 


"I've got it!" Richard smacked his fist into his palm, he looks at Orbs 
and pointed that showed now calm, "Hear me, Great and Mighty Orbs 
Mysticness...!" 


One of the Orbs deadpans, "...Really? Mysticness? Is that even a 
word?" 


"Better than ‘Celestial Balls of Wonder’ from last guy." The other orb 
retorted. 


Richard ignored their banter and continued with his declaration of 
his powers, "...I1 beseech you with your bountiful and mystic 
powers...!" 


With dramatic pause as the orbs listened in, anticipating his new 
words. Already they are expecting this Richard fellow to be bestowed 
abilities from an anime franchise, so they're prepared for that kind of 
thing and they're ready to present it to the chosen man - 


"Could you please give me all abilities from Gmod, Team Fortress 2, 
and SFM?" 


..Only to get the wind knocked out of their sails by said chosen man. 


",.. What?" One of the Orbs asked incredulously at the request. 
Richard just continued to smile like an idiot and repeated his request. 


"I said I want to have all abilities from games like Gmod, Team 
Fortress 2, and SFM! Especially their logic and physics that comes 
along with it!" 


Three Orbs stared at him in silence as the quiet and smooth hums 
from the orb were only heard while the young adult smiled up at 
them. 


"...that's it?" 
"Ves!" 


"No, Anime powers like in Dragon Ball, or Hero Academia?" 
Another Orb said equally in disbelief, "...or anything anime related 
at all? Just video game-related powers?" 


"Ves!" 


" 


.-.’ the Orbs stared silently at him until one of them spoke, 
",..normally, people we've chosen to reincarnate into a specific 
universe would demand to have powers or abilities that hailed from 
an anime..." 


",..or a tabletop and video game..." the third orb added. 


"Most of the time it's Dragon Ball, MHA, Warhammer, Halo, 
Destiny, Bleach... are you sure of your choice, Richard Smith?" The 
second Orb questioned, "There's no going back once you're 
reincarnated, especially with said abilities that would be 
permanently fused with you." 


"Plus, once youre reincarnated, you won't be able to communicate 
with us anymore. Whatever power you chose will not be removed, 
it's permanently stuck to you. Are you certain with this choice?" The 
lead orb questions him. 


"I'm certain about my choice!" Richard said confidently and eagerly. 


"You sure? 

"Yes!" 

There was silence between the occupants. 
",.. You really sure...?" 

"Yup!" 


There was even more silence as Richard stared up at them with 
certainty. 


"Are you really, really-" 


"Come on man! It's 4 in the morning!" The third orb complained to 
the indecisive orbs, "Can we get this over with?! Besides those are 
powerful abilities anyways, even close to god-level! Plus it's an 
interesting change of pace from the typical anime abilities we've 
been giving to the people we've been reincarnating!" 


"Right, right..." The Orb said before turning to Richard, "Very well! 
You'll be reincarnated with the powers and abilities of Gmod, Team 
Fortress 2, and SFM! A simple yet powerful choice to make!" 


"Woohoo!" Richard cheered and threw his hands up into the air on 
emphasis. 


"But wait! There's a catch! When choosing powers like Gmod in your 
roster, you can choose whichever character you want to be, but 
doing so would change your appearance permanently..." the orb 
explained to Richard, "So... who do you want to look like? Do you 
want to remain as you are or anyone else in mind?" 


Richard lets out a mischievous grin... this is going to be fun. A very 
fun ride of mischievous adventures indeed. 


aay 


~Star Wars Universe - Planet: Raxus Secundus, 24 BBY~ 


At 24 BBY of the planet of Raxus, the Confederacy of Independence 
Systems is formed after Count Dooku has given his speech to the 
Outer Rim Colonies and his Declaration of Independence and 
secession from the Republic, totally and possibly not planning on 
exploiting the discontent in the Outer-Rim for his master and his 
goals. Under his leadership and declaration of helping the Outer Rim 
Colonies secede from the tyranny of the Republic for the sake of self- 
governance, many systems flock under his wing. 


And many Pro-Separatist Civilians enlist themselves to join the 
military in the eventual fight or war against the republic. As of now, 
the people of Raxus are lining up at the recently formed "Confederate 
Recruitment Center" to join the Confederate Military for its eventual 
clash with the republic forces. 


"Next." The recruitment officer calls out after interviewing the person 
after. As he said those words, a person with a unique look stepped 
forward which caught the recruitment officer's attention at the oddity 
before him. 


The man has toned muscles and is possibly a young adult around his 
20s. His skin is light colored, and wears a Military Uniform of sorts, 
along with a Helmet, blocking his sight which he still can see despite 
the helmet blocking his eyes. An odd-looking fellow indeed. 


The man stood straight in attention and saluted, "REPORTING FOR 
DUTY, SIR!" 


The sudden gruff response and gesture from the man, broke the 
recruitment officer from his staring and greeted, "Greetings sir, what 
can I do for you?" 


Still keeping the salute, he answers sternly, "I'm here to enlist in the 
military, sir! I'd like to enlist because I want to help the Outer Rim 
and the Confederacy's goal of succession! As well as kick the 
republic's ass back out of the Outer Rim, sir!" 


The recruiter likes what he's hearing, "Ah, you're that eager huh? 
Well, you're in, but first I'd like to know your occupation and your 


name before you're accepted." 


The man smiled menacingly at the recruiter, who was slightly 
unnerved by this man, "I'm mostly a mercenary but I have high hopes 
for the confederacy! I'd like to help as much as I can! I'm willing to 
lead soldiers into battle for the sake of independence and secession 
against the corrupt maggots of the Republic!" 


The recruiting officer looks at the man with a smile at those words. 
It's nice to know that there are people out there eager to give their 
aid to the Separatist Cause. 


"Alright, and your name? I need your name and basic information 
before they transfer you to the Officer Academy for Geonosis." 


The man's smile turned menacingly, as he gave his name. "Call me, 
Richard... Richard Mann." 


".,.how are you doing that?" The recruiter questioned with wide eyes 
at the smile. 


".,.best not to ask!" Richard walks pass as he heads to the dockyards 
of where the ship would take him to the officer academy in Geonosis. 


This would be a very unusual adventure of nonsense for our future 
Unusual Separatist Commander, and a huge migraine to the Star 


Wars Galaxy as a whole! 


This was fun to make when you're high, enjoy! And await other 
chapters in the making! I'm already making chapter 1, so wait til the 
next chapter that may or may not have TF2 nonsense :D. 


Also, warning: Some Star Wars Characters (main or not) will die or 
be killed in this story. Just because this story is mostly a crack-fic and 
full of TF2 Nonsense doesn't mean that some of the Star War 
Characters (this include Republic Characters), whether they're the 
main character or not, will die cuz plot armor ain't going to save 
them from drug inducing logic of Gmod. 


Plus certain events in the canon timeline will be affected changed due 
to Richard's interference with the Clone Wars and it's events. Even 
some character will be affected by Richard's nonsense. 


Now excuse me, I'll be going now! *snorts never-ending amount of 
Canadian Cocaine* 


Chapter 1: Richard goes to 
Desert Bug Planet! 


—Geonosis— 


From the depth of Geonosis Space, a Munificent Frigate has exited 
from hyperspace as it approaches the Planet's biosphere. Inside are 
the passengers of the said starship, all enlisted into the Confederate 
Military. Amongst the group is the oddball of all Cadets, Richard 
Smith. 


There are many things he can't believe are happening: 1). He's in Star 
Wars! Around the time before the Clone Wars began! 2). He has the 
power of TF2, SFM, and Gmod on his side! 3). He's in a spaceship! It 
is so surreal for someone like Richard, to be on a ship that traverses 
the stars! It's like a dream come true! 4). He's going to be fighting for 
the Confederacy and make some changes that would derail the 
timeline. 


He wonders what kind of damage could be done now he's here, he 
could imagine the TF2 Chaos and shenanigans he would bring upon 
this galaxy! And perhaps help bring the Republic down with his 
powers. But for now, he's just a cadet of the Officer Academy in 
Geonosis. 


As the shuttle touched down, he and the rest of the cadets exited the 
shuttle. After gazing at the hanger in awe he stops when he follows 
the rest to the gathering. As soon as everyone was in the area they 
were standing on, Richard took a nice time analyzing the recruits 
who joined the Separatists. He can see a mixture of aliens from 
different species while only some are humans. Hmm... odd, he 
honestly expects to see more humans. 


Then again, compared to the Republic seems to employ humans in 


higher positions than they do aliens. After all, when he watched Star 
Wars the Clone Wars, he didn't see that many aliens, who are not 
Jedi, working in higher positions in the Republic. Guess the Republic 
does indeed have some level of Xenophobia if the absence of any 
aliens in the higher position tells him otherwise. That would explain 
why there are more humans in higher positions in the Republic while 
the CIS mostly have aliens in more high positions in the CIS 
government. 


His thoughts were cut off when someone entered the hangar. Upon 
seeing who it was, let's say he is very ecstatic about who he is seeing. 
Internally, he's fangirling at the sight of Admiral Trench, his favorite 
character from Star Wars! He's trying his hardest not to shake in 
excitement and squeal like a fan girl. 


"Greetings Cadets! I am Admiral Trench of the newly formed 
Confederate Officer Academy! You all may refer to me as Admiral 
Trench or sir. Is that clear?" 


"Sir yes sir!" The Cadets saluted in unison so did Richard. 


'Godspeed you magnificent bastard!' He thought internally as his 
body slowly trembled in excitement. 


",..in this academy, you will learn the responsibility of leadership, 
tactics, and strategy. The droid army may be a strong force to 
overwhelm the Republic and the Jedi, win battles, and skirmishes but 
a droid army needs its leadership. It needs the creative thinking of an 
organic officer, it requires the most skilled and disciplined of all 
officers, admirals, or generals, to overwhelm the Republic and the 
Jedi!" 


"Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!' Richard cheers in his mind. 


"...Keep in mind that by using better tactics you will win battles and 
will gain few casualties from your army, you will not be trained as 
soldiers, but as commanders, and leaders. I will be training you in 
how to lead droids or troops into battle, give you proper leadership, 
and tactical strategies, and learn to formulate your strategies...." 
Trench continues his speech as Richard continues to tremble more in 
absolute excitement which is noticed by some cadets close to him, 


".,.you will learn what it takes to bring the fight against the republic! 
and in the next few years..." 


'T AM HAVING A HEART ATTACK!!!' 
*ahem* 


Richard stopped his fanboy moment as his trembles of excitement 
were noticed by everyone who looked at him weirdly. Even Trench 
stopped his speech and stared at the trembling cadet. 


",,.Cadet! Do you have a problem?" 


Richard straightens his posture and hastily salutes, "No sir! 
Everything is fine sir! Yes sir!" 


Trench just stared at him with confusion as did the rest of the CIS 
cadets. But Trench disregards this, thinking that the cadet has some 
mental problems or disabilities. Nothing to worry about, as long he 
does his part in the effort, this boy will be an officer for the CIS. He 
has mentored cadets who act behaviorally differently. So he 
continues with his speech, "As I was saying, you will spend a few 
years in the officer academy for the war that will eventually come 
should the Galactic Republic force our hand!" 


"Yeah! Fuck the republic!" Richard shouted from his place, which got 
everyone to look at him again with some snickers here and there. But 
he didn't care for the stares and he is content with his bold 
statements and he wants to show he was supportive of the CIS. 
However, Trench didn't like being interrupted at a moment like this. 


"Cadet! Ease yourself! Don't interrupt while a superior officer is 
talking." Trench sternly said to the insubordinate cadet. 


"Sorry, sir! Can't help it!" 


Trench narrows his eyes at him before continuing, "...for this purpose, 
you will be given a batch of droids to aid you in your training. This 
week will be focused on different lessons you will use on anything at 
your disposal: Information Gathering, Strategies, and logistics. We'll 
begin simulations next week after this week's lecture. You may use 
your time to familiarize yourself with the academy or modify your 


droids as you see fit. Each of you will have your workshop if you 
wish to do maintenance on your droids or modify them. Geonosian 
Engineers will provide you with the parts you need." 


"As of now, you will be transported to your dorms. Once that's 
finished, take your time to familiarize yourself or perhaps visit your 
workshop. We'll begin lessons tomorrow morning. Dismiss!" 


One by one, the Cadets are transported to their dorms in the 
Geonosian hive. When it was his turn, a pair of geonosians started 
transporting him to his dorm room. He nearly squeals in excitement 
when he sees two security battle droids walking ass him. He stares at 
them in awe as he walks. 


'THIS IS THE BEST DAY OF MY LIFE!!! 


Once he arrived at his dorm, it was like an average Geonosian Hive, 
mainly made for mostly geonosian living standards. These geonosian 
hives serve as the academy's dormitories. While it's not ideal for 
humans or any non-geonosians, it's better than nothing. 


Sadly, he had no roommates for him. So he's got the geonosian 
catacombs all by himself all alone with the sound of the fluttering 
wings of the Geonosians... paradise indeed. He thought of exploring 
the place for a bit but he wants to see the droids that were assigned 
to him. 


He looks over the geonosian guard, standing close to the doorway 
with its spear in its hand. He then asks, "Excuse me, would you show 
me where I can find my workshop and my assigned droids?" 


The geonosian looked at him and nodded, gesturing to him to follow. 
Richard did so and he followed the geonosian warrior from behind. 
As they walk through the geonosian hive's catacombs, Richard is still 
amazed by the engineering of the geonosians. This is why he respects 
the bug aliens, they're excellent engineers and builders. 


After so much awe and sightseeing, he finally arrived at his 
workshop. The Geonosian Warrior opens up the large door revealing 
the workshop and his deactivated droid army. There's only one droid 
that is left active and it's a Command Droid. 


Richard thanked the geonosian for his help and it then left the cadet 
to do his business. As he entered, the Droid Commander noticed him 
and saluted. 


"Greetings sir. 1am OOM-117, reporting for duty." The Droid said to 
Richard. 


The cadet was internally squealing like a fangirl when the droid 
introduced itself. There's no doubt that Richard has always had a 
fascination for Battle Droids more than he does with Clones. 


Unlike most Star Wars fans, he favors the so-called clankers over pre- 
empire stormtroopers. He's so elated to speak face-to-face with a 
battle droid. 


He straightens his back and puts his arms behind his back, "Good to 
meet you, OOM-117. I am Cadet Richard Mann! You're a 
commanding officer and future CIS Commander..." 


He looks over the folded droid units and approaches them from the 
front. He observed how many droids he had at his disposal: 12 B1- 
Series Battle Droids, 3 B2-Series Super Battle Droids, and BX-Series 
Commando Droid. 


Richard looks at OOM-117, "...now would you kindly activate the 
battle droids?" 


"Roger Roger." 


He loved hearing that. He watches as OOM-117 walks over to the 
control panel and activates the droids. Richard watches in awe as the 
Droids begin to unfold themselves. Richard is internally screaming 
his fanboy heart out! It's so cool to watch all of this up close! 


Once they unfolded themselves, the battle droids stood shoulder to 
shoulder, standing up straight and emotionless as they could be in 
front of the cadet who was in charge of them. 


Richard wanted to jump and cheer at the sight but he kept himself 
composed. No need to make yourself odd, even high he's already odd. 
Still, he is very much happy to see the droid activation before him up 
close. 


Richard looks at the droids gathered around his workshop. He is 
quite excited to have his droid army. He can't wait to make these 
droids very effective in killing clones! Without a word, he stood up 
straight and shouted, "Alright, boys! TEN-HUT!!" 


The droids immediately straightened their backs and stood in 
attention, most likely due to their programming giving them the 
basics of Military Doctrines or Drills such as the words he just 
sprouted out. 


"Good! Now..." Richard begins to pace in front of droids as he 
introduces himself to them, "Soldiers of the Confederacy! I am 
Richard Mann! Your commanding officer and leader of this entire 
unit! I've joined the academy to fight maggots like those Jedi and 
Republic dogs! Bring the fight against the Tyranny of the Republic!" 


The droids followed his movement as Richard continued to pace in 
front of them like he was debriefing them on a mission. 


"You know, there is a phrase that I learned before arriving at 
Geonosis..." 


The droids listen intensely as their odd commanding officer gives his 
speech to his droids. 


"..If fighting is sure to result in victory, then you must fight!" 
Richard Mann stated to the droids before he stops in front and faces 
them, "...Sun Tzu said that, and I'd say he knows a little more..." he 
pokes one of the B1-Series Battle Droid's head, "...about fighting than 
you do, pal, because he invented it!" 


He turns to address the other droids in his unit before pacing again, 
",,.and then he perfected it so that no living man could best him in 
the ring of honor!" 


He stops and points at the B1 Battle Droid, exclaiming, "And you...!" 


The droid looks confused and turns to the other droids beside him 
before he then points at himself as if asking if Richard means him. 


"Yes, you! And the rest of you!" He waves his hand to the rest of the 
droids under his command, "We will show the rest of the cadets that 


we are different! We are unique! That you are more than mere 
disposable tools of war! No! You're not! You're tools of liberation and 
freedom against the tyranny and corruption of the Galactic Republic!" 


As Richard gave his speech, the droids for some reason felt some kind 
of patriotic pride hearing those words from their organic officer. 
They're honestly quite inspired and feel a sense of pride. They are 
being lectured or given a speech by an organic officer whom they 
expect to treat them like trash or disposable tools, but he hasn't done 
anything like that to them yet. 


It's honestly nice to hear their commanding officer putting so much 
faith in making the CIS a better place. Even if it's a biological life 
form talking to them. 


"Whether you're organic or machine! It matters not to me! You are all 
my soldiers! My men! You are my regiment! And I will make you 
even better than even those pathetic Jedi or Clones maggots will 
think twice to face us!" 


The Droids murmured amongst themselves as they felt great pride 
from the speech of their commanding officer. The OOM Droid of the 
group spoke up after hearing what he said. 


"Um... sir, what do you mean clones, sir?" The OOM-Command Droid 
asks confused, which got the attention of the other droids. Yeah, 
what does Richard mean by clones? 


Jedi, they understand. But clones? Why? 


"Oh..." Richard's eyes widened. He made a slip of future events that 
he shouldn't have mentioned. Fuck. Ah well, it just asks a single slip- 
up, "Sorry, I just got too distracted at the moment, wasn't thinking of 
what I was saying, hehehehe." 


He coughs on his hand before saying, "BUT MY POINT STILL 
STANDS!! The Republic may think we are insignificant but we will 
make them remember who the people of the Outer Rim are! Who the 
Confederacy are! And who the battle droids of this great nation of 
ours are! For we are the soldiers of the Confederacy of Independent 
Systems! And we will welcome those Republic Maggots to the: 


Confederacy of YOU JUST GOT DOMINATED!!!" 


The droids immediately, even the B2s, and BXs, cheered as they raise 
their fist in emphasis, while they cheered out "yays", "Roger Roger", 
etc. feeling the patriotic pride from the speech. 


Richard then shouted at the top of his lungs, "And I've got three 
words for all of you: C.I.S! C.1.S!! C.L.S!!!" 


The droids felt such patriotic pride from the encouragement of their 
commanding officer, the droids under Richard too shared the same 
sense of patriotism for the CIS and the Outer Rim. They even 
chanted, "C.I.S!" With their commander. 


"C.I.S!" The OOM-Series Command Droid raises his fist in emphasis, 
other droids even joined in. 


"C.I.S!!" A B2-Series Super Battle Droid chanted with him. 
"C.LS!" A BX-Series Commando Droid also chanted. 
"C.LS!! CLS! CLS." 


The entire academy hears their cheers of patriotic pride across the 
hallways from Richard Mann's workshops. Many geonosians, cadets, 
and security battle droids alike hear their chants of 'C.I.S! C.LS! 
C.LS!'. Even Admiral Trench, who was in his office looking through 
the profiles of the cadets that enlisted, stopped and listened to their 
patriotic chants of the Confederacy of Independent Systems. 


"What in the many moons is causing that ruckus?" Admiral Trench 
wondered out loud as TF-67 received reports on where it was coming 
from. 


"The source of the disturbance is coming from Cadet Mann's 
workshop. He and his droids are the ones causing the noise." TF-67 
informed him. 


"Is that so?" Admiral Trench turns on the camera to monitor Richard's 
Workshop, and there he sees the cadet cheering with his droids while 
chanting 'CIS! CIS! CIS!' Over and over again. 


'Huh...' Trench thought to himself, Interesting, we have a patriot 
among our ranks. That's good. Loyalty and patriotism are essential to 
upcoming conflict. But... does Richard have the qualities to make 
sure he does his part?’ 


Of course, he does... what did you expect- oh right he doesn't hear 
me... awkward... 


"C.LS! C.LS! C.LS!..." 


Back in the workshop, his droids finished their chant which satisfied 
the reincarnated protagonist. Richard then explores his workshop to 
get a good sense or understanding of how to use it. He picks up one 
of the blasters on the table and sees the stats. 


E-5 Blaster 

- Damage Output: 12-24 
- Energy Based Weapons 
- Strong: Medium-Close 
- Weak: Long Range 


Interesting. Like a video game, he can see the stats of the weapons. 
But since he has Gmod and SFM Powers, he can summon weapons 
that are not Star Wars related. 


Speaking of Star Wars-related stuff... 


He looks over his droids, who stare at him or continue to stand in 
attention after their cheering. Richard has to make use of what 
creative liberties he has. He knows the CIS droids, specifically, the 
Bls, are not good soldiers when it comes to fighting a more qualified 
force like the Republic Clone Troopers. 


But as he thought and thought, an idea came to mind. He grins 
savagely and pulls out his Gmod Menu. As he scrolled through his 
utilities, he got what he wanted. This one will help him so greatly. He 
summons his tool gun. 


He observes the tool gun in his hand before looking at the Command 
Droid, who stares at the tool gun in curiosity. 


"OOM-117..." Richard said, "...how would you and the boys like... an 


upgrade?" 
—Timeskip: Next Day— 


In the lecture hall in the CIS Officer Academy, Trench watches as the 
cadets enter the room and take their seats. One by one, the cadets sat 
attentively. Though he notices he's one cadet short... 


* BL AM * 


The sudden slam of a door opening is heard. It startled everyone and 
they turned to see a panting and tired Richard Mann. 


"I... Lam... here!!" Richard collapsed on the ground face first as the 
class laughed and laughed like a bunch of hyenas. Admiral Trench 

isn't all too pleased to see this kind of behavior but he's not pleased 
with Richard's actions. 


He took notice that, unlike the other cadets, he was not wearing any 
uniform provided by the CIS Military. Instead, Richard Mann is just 
wearing the same clothes he had from yesterday; A Military Uniform 
from unknown origins with a helmet that blocks his view. How he's 
able to see is still up to the Harsch speculations. 


"Cadet Mann, why are you late?" He asks the late cadet sternly. 


Richard Mann tiredly raises a finger, "I... Overslept! And... got... lost! 
Phew!" He drops his hand back to the ground. 


Yup... he's going to be trouble to deal with, Trench thinks to himself. 
Just when he thought that Richard Mann has any potential has been 
squashed immediately. 


He sighs, "Just get to your seat so we begin the lecture-" 


He stops short when he witnesses Richard dragging himself on the 
ground to his seat in a Gmod ragdoll fashion much to the shock and 
amazement of everyone by how he's able to do that. 


Once he was in his seat, he sat down as if nothing happened at all. 


Everyone stared at him and some even blinked a couple of times to 


make sure what they saw wasn't just a hallucination. 
"What was that?!" One of the Cadets exclaims in shock. 


"What was what?" Richard asks innocently, the tiredness gone from 
his voice. 


"T-that! The thing you just did! That sliding across-the-ground thing!" 
"I seriously don't know what you're talking about..." 


"You slid across the floor like some Krayt Dragon!" The human female 
cadet exclaims. 


"You must've been seeing things!" 


As the class argued with Richard, Trench just stood there stunned by 
what Richard just did. At this point, he probably shouldn't question 
it. Probably it's because of staying in Geonosis for so long he must be 
seeing things, that Richard sliding in the ground is probably the sand 
getting into his senses. 


Of course... he doesn't like sand, it's course, rough, and it gets— 
Okay, this joke has been played out long enough. 


Anyways after so much back and forth on what they saw isn't just 
hallucinations, everyone eventually comes to the conclusion what 
they saw was probably just their minds messing with their eyes. 
Despite this fact, everyone saw it happen. 


The Harch Admiral then gives his lecture to the class. His pincers 
clicked as he began the lesson. 


"The Judicial Forces of the Republic is an insignificant defense force, 
a pitiful excuse for a fleet meant to protect the interests of common 
businessmen. But with the Jedi, they can be a serious threat to the 
Confederacy fleet..." He continues as he paces back and forth glancing 
at his cadets. 


",,.While few, the Judicial Forces officers are some of the best 
strategists in the Galaxy. Though you're learning from the corporate 


fleet commander who blockaded Malastare-Narrows and successfully 
repelled a Judicial Forces squadron and survived an attack from the 
Jedi. It is possible to beat them." Trench explains. 


Trench then started to run a few simulations of 7 Republic Corvettes 
going against 7 Confederacy Frigates. He then demonstrated to the 
class a simulation of bombing runs, strafes, and bombardments, and 
even properly performed a few maneuvers. Everyone is paying 
attention thoroughly, and some even began running their simulations 
in their mind while some took down some notes... 


Well almost everyone... 


Trench surveys the whole class like a hawk searching for its prey, and 
is pleased with the results that everyone is focusing on his teachings 
until his eyes fall on Richard Mann. 


The cadet is zoned out of his mind, unlike everyone else who is 
focused on the lessons, he's oblivious to his teachings. Also the mere 
fact he's drooling from being too zoned out. (The dude was a college 
student, after all, do you think he would find any lecture given to 
him interesting? Minus History...) 


Trench shakes his head in disappointment. And already, has doubts 
about Richard's abilities on the battlefield as a leader. 


So he continued with the lecture with perhaps more qualified cadets 
than Richard. 


About an hour has passed ever since Richard Mann displayed his 
moves of slithering on the ground like a snake (though the Harsch 
and the other crates are uncertain if it's real or just a hallucination). 


The lecture lasted for a while with everyone being glued or focused 
on the lesson. 


'This is boring...' Richard is internally bored, so he partially listens to 
the lessons. He saw Trench glancing in his direction now and then. 
Even the holographic images and videos of battles or strategies didn't 
pique his interest. 


He already knew how the Republic fights but not more in-lore yet, 


since most of his knowledge of warfare for Star Wars came from 
watching Star Wars YouTube Channels such as Geetsly and 
Generation Tech. He already thought of ways to defeat a republic 
fleet from the presented simulations. 


But the lecture is just boring, even if it's Trench giving the lecture! 
He didn't think that his previous life being a lame college student 
would follow its way to Star Wars, yet he here is. But this time as a 
reincarnated CIS Cadet. 


He kind of wants to get this lecture to get done with and go back to 
the workshop to finish his adjustments on his droids. He wants to 
make sure they're combat-ready. 


As Richard continues to feel bored out of his mind, he then feels eyes 
on him. He turns his sights on the Admiral glancing in his direction 
quite frequently to see if he's paying attention. Already, the 
reincarnated TF2 Player can tell that Trench greatly disapproves of 
his behavior. Richard didn't like the look of disapproval on Trench's 
face, since this is his favorite character after all. 


He kind of wished he could tell him; 'Hey, don't blame me! I'm just a 
lame-ass college student that recently got run over by a truck for 
some reason, and brought back to life by a bunch of glowing balls of 
Mysticness!' 


But we'd all know that kind of response wouldn't convince anyone. 


But as Richard felt like the lecture was going to last hours, Trench 
then announced. 


"That ends our lecture for today." Trench said to the class, 
"Dismissed." 


'"FINALLY!!!' Richard internally celebrated similarly to when a boring 
ass Math Lecture ended. 


Before the cadets left the room, Richard Mann was the first to run 
outs bumping cadets out of the way while laughing like a maniac. 


Trench only groans at the cadet's behavior. Once more, his ecstatic 
personality has put some doubt on the cadet's ability to lead. At this 


point, he probably should talk to Richard to take his lessons 
seriously. They're going to war after all, and they don't need a 
goofball idiot costing them an upcoming conflict. 


But for now, he should focus on ensuring that future CIS officers are 
battle ready. 


Once every cadet leaves the room, Admiral then leaves the lecture 
room towards the workshop of the cadets, since its hallway leads him 
to his quarters. He walks down the large catacomb hallways of the 
Geonosian Hive-turned Academy, where the cadets' workshops are 
located. And as he passes by the workshop doors, Richard's workshop 
is just up ahead. 


As Trench walks past the doorway of Richard's workshop, he then 
hears... music? What the Kriff? The harch stops in his tracks and 
looks at the workshop door, which is slightly opened. He was 
confused by the sudden sounds of music, so he walks over to the door 
and peeks into the room to see... 


"YEEEEEEE- *BOOM!* *BOOM!* *BOOM!* 


Admiral Trench was startled and staggered back at the explosive 
sounds before he quickly peeks in the silt of the door to see what's 
causing all that ruckus?! 


Once he took a look inside the workshop, he sees a tomfoolery of 
Richard's Droids doing things they shouldn't be doing. He sees droids 
dancing...? What? 


He can tell which is weirder. The Droids assigned to Richard formed 
a line as they danced and followed the lead Droid. Or are some 
Commando Droids just laying down on top of crates, and drinking... 
alcohol? What? 


Admiral stared as Cadet Richard's Droids cheered and danced without 
any geonosian or their commanding officer supervising them. He 
doesn't know how long he was staring before he slowly looked away 
from the high death stick-inducing scene before him, not bothering to 
even try to comprehend what he saw. He would need to talk to 
Richard about why his droids are acting like this... this is not normal. 


Just what did this cadet even do to his droids to make them act so... 
unnatural? 


—Timeskip: Next Day— 


On the following day, the cadets will have their first lesson in 
warfare. A simulation of sorts to test the cadets' leadership skills and 
strategic thinking. 


It was standard CIS protocol to have each Cadet be supplied with 20 
Droids: 1 OOM-Command Droid, 12 B1 Battle Droids, 3 Super B2 
Battle Droids, and 4 Commando Droids. This is so each cadet would 
better use their limited resources carefully when on the battlefield. 


Trench watches from the monitor from his position at a droid mobile 
command center, already about like 3/5 of the cadets have failed in 
their first deployment, making serious mistakes that end up costing 
their victory. If they're not careful with their plans, then it'd cost 
them their lives. 


as it was Richard's turn to use live simulations. 


Already he has his doubts about the odd cadet. If his performance 
from his lectures were to tell him anything, Richard might be able to 
perform well in terms of leadership. Plus the droids Richard has at 
his disposal, were quite ecstatic if their behavior is anything to go by. 


He watches the screen with an expression full of expectation as 
Richard is giving what seems to be speaking to his droids. Hmm... 
odd but not uncommon from personal experience. 


"Sir, the simulation will begin in one minute." The Tactical Droid 
beside him stated while holding a datapad, to which Trench nodded 
his eyes not leaving the screen that monitors the odd cadet's droids. 


"Good..." Trench said, "When the time for preparation ends, begin the 
simulation field test for Cadet Mann." 


The Tactical Droid nodded before looking at the holo-screen that has 
a good view of one of Richard's battle droids, "...I don't see the logic 
of letting the B1 Units wear helmets that block their photoreceptors." 


Trench agreed with his Tactical Droid, he doesn't get Richard's 
decision in this manner. While he did allow freedom on what the 
cadets can do to their droids, either on modification or aesthetics, he 
didn't expect this to happen. He did talk to Richard earlier about 
his... acting odd droids but the cadet told him it was part of his battle 
plans. 


Trench didn't have high hopes for Richard, his overall battle plan was 
decent but very... simple and very unorthodox. It's unlike any battle 
plan or strategy he has encountered, and whatever Richard thought, 
his droids also think similarly to his battle strategy. 


One of the main differences he noticed in the droids supplied to 
Richard is how they act. Their behavior is almost too alive so to 
speak, each of the droids expresses odd but unique personalities that 
the average B1 Battle Droids would develop over time. Richard has 
B1 Battle Droids who are oddly jingoistic to the Confederacy of 
Independent Systems, BX-Commando Droid who are sober or drunk, 
and B2 Super Battle Droids who speak with deep voices in 3rd Person 
and express extreme joy when firing their weapons. 


Speaking of weapons, Richard's Droid wields weapons that are not 
standard to the CIS but are assumed to be modified or made by 
Richard. 


How and when he's able to acquire these weapons without his 
permission or supervision is something that the Harch Admiral of the 
Confederacy doesn't know of and would confront Richard about it 
after simulations. 


Firstly, Richard's two of the B1 Battle Droid are holding what seems 
to be slugthrower weapons that are suited for close-quarters combat, 
a single blaster pistol as their secondary, and a... club? Odd... 


Next are three B1 Battle Droids, who wielded odd rocket launchers, 
which Trench immediately concluded to be the assault units of the 
battalion. However, he noticed that they were equipped with 
Shotguns of sorts, but not the E-5 Blaster Shotgun Variants that were 
used in the Confederacy. And they have a shovel with them... why 
they have those is something that the Harch would question the 
Cadet's choice. 


Next are another three B1 Battle Droids, they have what seem to be 
wielding flamethrowers - an odd weapon of choice but effective in 
close quarters. The droids seem to have what looks like heavy pistols 
of sort holsters on their hips and an... axe? Okay... 


Next are BX Commando Droids, they are holding odd-looking 
Grenade Launchers. Okay, an interesting weapon of choice- wait is 
that a bottle of whiskey? And they're... drinking it in their 
nonexistent mouths? What the hell? Why do these three look drunk?! 


Okay never mind that, just focus on the other droids in this odd 
battle group! He's not sure if he'll be able to handle too many of these 
tomfooleries. 


Trench wondered if Richard could give him some of those alcohols 
the BX Commando Droids are drinking. He needed to ease his mind. 


Another is the three B2 Super Battle Droids, and this is odd he's ever 
seen. The B2 Super Battle Droids have their weapons integrated with 
their arms yet, these B2 Super Battle Droids are holding large Rotary 
Cannons, and those odd looking shotguns holsters on their hips along 
with - wait... is that... metallic replica of a sandwich? What is the 
kriff? 


Is that supposed to be an aesthetic choice or something? Never mind, 
back to the other droids in this... group. 


Next are two of the B1 Battle Droids, who are equipped with those 
odd-looking shotguns, a blaster pistol, and a... wrench? So far, the 
most normal kind from this group, though he wonders why the droids 
have a hard hat and goggles. Perhaps this is the Engineer group of 
sorts but why wear those when a paint job is enough to distinguish 
them? 


Alright, the next droid Trench inspects from the screen is just.. one 
B1 Battle Droid, who seems to be holding a Slugthrower type of 
weapon which looks like a sniper slugthrower, along with a 
Slugthrower Weapons and a large knife. Another most normal thing 
in this batch of droids. 


Next is the B1 Battle Droid, whose booster pack was replaced with a 


more interesting kind of pack, that seems connected to the strange 
gun that has released a constant red beam of sorts, and it is pointed 
at one of the B2 Super Battle Droids. Trench wonders what that gun 
was supposed to do. He'll talk to Richard about it later. 


Finally, thank the force, is another BX Commando Droid, and it seems 
normal. Only holding a single heavy blaster pistol and a knife. 
However, he noticed the Droid is holding a weird box-looking device 
and seemed to be wearing a watch on his wrist along with a 
balaclava. Odd... very odd. 


So far the entirety of Richard's group is made up of multiple battle 
droids holding mostly slugthrower weapons. He doesn't have high 
hopes for this group. Who the hell would use Slugthrowers in a time 
of blasters? Nevertheless, the simulation will begin. 


He taps into the comms systems and announces, "/Field Simulations 
will begin in 30 seconds! /" 


—_xX— 
/Field Simulation begins in 30 seconds!/ 


Richard grins nostalgically as he hears this. It felt so good hearing the 
announcement, it reminds him of the fun times when he played Team 
Fortress 2. The good old days before bots appeared. Ironic 
considering the droids he is leading are literal bots but that's beside 
the point. 


He turned to look at his band of TF2fied Droids and spoke in his best 
TF2 Soldier voice, actually he was already speaking in said voice, 
"Men! These are the facts as I understand them! One: You are about 
to become someone's new worst nightmare! Two: We are going to 
win this!" 


The droids let out their cheers of agreement as they get ready to face 
whatever will be thrown at them. 


"Roger Roger, Maggots!" 


"B2-Super Droids will make tin babies cry!" 


"LET'S DO WWWITTT!!" 


As his droids cheered, Richard thought back on the cadets that has 
recently passed or failed simulations. He's been observing the other 
cadets so far. Needless to say, he's not impressed. Many of them make 
any mistake in a way that only the experienced or perhaps 
knowledgeable cadets were able to pass through the simulation with 
ease. 


Many of the overconfident cadets failed, while some passed due to 
luck or experience. While Richard didn't have any experience in 
leadership, he did play lots of RTS games, or Real Time Strategy 
Games, in his spare time. 


Also with his know-how of Team Fortress 2 Tactics and strategies, he 
has the perfect plan to win this course with flying colors and prove to 
Trench he's qualified as a CIS officer. He has noticed the disappointed 
look on the Harsch whenever he does anything illogical or nonsense, 
not that he can blame him. 


Star Wars isn't ready for the craziness that he has installed. Though it 
hurts to see his favorite character look at him disappointedly. He is 
very much a huge fan and seeing his favorite character gave him 
doubts about his abilities as a leader. 


So he will prove that he's capable of being a leader! 


Fortunately, since he's not restricted to the in-game mechanics of 
TF2, it means he and the droids can do anything they want without 
any restrictions. 


"/Mission Begins in Ten Seconds!/ 
If Trench wants high-quality officers, then he will give him one! 
"/Mission begins in FIVE...!/" 


"Who iz not ready!?" A B1-Medic Droid calls out as he trained the 
Medi-gun at a B2-Heavy. 


"/FOUR!/" 


A BX-Commando Droid takes a swig of his scrumpy. 

"/THREE! /" 

A B1-Pyro Droid lights up the tip of his flamethrower in anticipation. 
"/TWO!/" 

The BX-Spy Droid nodded to Richard and turned invisible. 

"/ONE!/" 


The large doors drop down, as the sound of alarm rings commencing 
Richard's live simulation test run. 


This was fun to make when you're high, enjoy! And await other 
chapters in the making! 


Next chapter we'll have Richard's simulation and how much 
tomfoolery that Trench or perhaps everyone could react to. 


When I was writing this, I was high and drunk in drinking a unique 
beverage! It's mixed with: Scrumpy, Cider, Red Wine, Tequila, 
Whiskey, Vodka, RUM! (*wheeze*!), ArRaCk (ooh, that's nice!), 
Spirit, and finally PURE ETHANOL!!! 


Now that's some good shit! Now enjoy and await the next chapter! 


*takes a strong sip before collapsing witha CRITICAL SHIT!! 
! from drinking the mixed beverage* 


Chapter 2: The Gonk-Load 


"Last one alive, lock the door!!" Richard Mann yells out on the top of 
his lungs as his droids cheer and charge out of the base like an 
unorganized mob of runners in a marathon rather than a disciplined 
unit. The B1-Scouts runs ahead to secure the perimeter, followed by 
B1-Snipers, BX-Demos, etc. before every single droid in his group has 
finally left the building. 


After running out of the base, with the door closing shut behind 
them. However all that excitement and momentum they had 
immediately dispersed when they look over assets. 


"Gonk..." 


...It's a Gonk Droid that they are supposed to transport for this 
simulation. A single and slow power droid. 


The Gonk droid just gonks idly at their presence before it then starts 
walking onto the desert of Geonosis. But Richard and his droids just 
stared at it and walked ahead of them in a very slow manner that 
even the slow B2-Heavy could jog ahead like it's nothing. 


",..1 guess that would explain why the exercise took 3 hours to 
complete..." Richard said to his droids, his eyes never leaving the 
slow Gonk Droid's walking. His droids share similar agreements. 


Needless to say, they're quite unimpressed by what they're presented 
with. A slow walking Gonk Droid, that even a tortoise from that fairy 
tale would be able to outrun it! 


Okay, not a good comparison considering Gonk droids walk about as 
fast as a person walking but you get the point. 


Then again, Richard should've known this is the kind of training he 


should expect. After all, Admiral Trench explained it thoroughly to 
him and the rest of the cadets. He remembers it so well and has a 
good memory of the lessons taught to him. He remembers Trench's 
words all too well... 


‘Your objective is to transport the asset to the designated location 
here in this map. Take note you will encounter enemy forces in the 
way, while this is indeed a simulation, you should take this seriously. 
A true Commander wouldn't be so blah, blah, blah, blah...' 


Blah, blah, blah — Wait... what the fu- Oh, right... Richard zoned out 
in those lectures and missed out so many details regarding the 
simulations... that's a habit he should work with. 


Regardless, the whole premise of this exercise is to transport the asset 
(the Gonk Droid) to the specified destination while ensuring said 
asset isn't destroyed by enemy droids during the journey. But even 
then, the slowness of the droid will be a huge hindrance and he 
doesn't have the patience to walk to their destination for a couple of 
hours, especially in a desert planet like Geonosis. After all, this 
simulation is like a Payload from Team Fortress 2 but slower, and 
tedious. 


The last thing he needs is to make this simulation like TueFort, god 
he remembers those days playing capture the flag that had matches 
lasting longer than 12 hours (and that's a true story that the author 
wishes not to remember, he's still tired from the stalemate). 


But that's besides the point: they're training for the inevitable conflict 
that would happen eventually in years to come (well, in 2 years to be 
precise). If there's one thing Military-related YouTube Videos taught 
him is that speed is key, and a slow transportation of a Gonk Droid 
will be a huge hindrance to their progress. 


He needs to find another angle... 


Richard looks over the environment around him. He can see there is 
junk in the area and scrapped components and parts from what used 
to be part of vehicles or droids. He places a finger and thumb under 
his chin in thought. 


He looks over the Gonk Droid, and can't help but some sense of 
familiarity with this kind of simulation test. Then the B1-Engineers 
behind him stand idly and unimpressed by the Gonk Droid's speed. 


"This would take a long time..." One of the B1-Engineers stated to his 
troupe. 


"Yeah..." A B1-Scout agreed with his baseball bat over his shoulder 
looking rather bored. 


"Yes..." A B1-Soldier Droid right beside him nodded with his rocket 
launcher on hand. 


OOM-117 said nothing but looked at Richard Mann for any direction 
or perhaps a course of tactical action. 


"Commander, your orders?" The Command Droid said in its high 
pitch voice, he didn't have his voice changed yet, before looking at 
the Gonk Droid. 


Richard has pondered on what he would do. After taking into account 
the environment around him, an idea has come to mind. While it's 
true this whole exercise is to train the cadets to be tactical with their 
choices, perhaps it best he should be very CREATIVE with the scrap 
close by. 


Already, he has an idea in mind to show Trench that he's not some 
loose-cannon. He looked at the Gonk Droid and shouted, "Gonk 
Droid! HALT!" 


The Gonk Droid gonks and stops moving before it turns to look at 
Richard's inquiry for why he ordered its move to be halted. The Cadet 
looked at the Droids behind him and pointed at scraps or thrown 
components close by, "Grab some metal men! I've got an idea!" 


OOM-117 looked at the scraps of metal in confusion, but one of the 
B1-Soldiers saluted, "SIR YES SIR!" He looks at the rest of the droids, 
"You heard him men! Go, get those scraps!" 


"Aye, let's go!" The BX-Demo Droid said before running towards the 
pile of scraps close by with other droids following his course of 
action. OOM-117 seems hesitant before running to grab some scrap 


metal, not after glancing at his commanding officer. 


The B1-Engineers were about to join the fray but were stopped by 
Richard, "Not you guys! Stay with the Gonk Droid. When they bring 
the scraps to you, begin to deploy a cart!" 


The B1-Engineers look at their Commander before staring at the 
Gonk Droid in question, as a B2-Heavy carries a repulsorlift 
component that belonged to a hover bike. It didn't take long before 
B1-Engineers caught on to what their commander was thinking. 


",,.Ah, I get what you're going with!" The B1-Engineer droid realizes. 


"Alrighty then!" Another B1-Engineer tips his construction hat before 
he places down his tool box. He and the other droids get into work 
with the scraps given by the other droids. He pulls out a wrench and 
begins building over the Gonk Droid, much to the power droid's 
confusion. 


Richard watches in satisfaction as the B1-Engineers build around the 
Gonk Droid. It's time to show these cadets how Richard Mann does 
training. In the Team Fortress 2 Way! 


KX 


In the spectator room, many CIS Cadets look on in curiosity on what 
Richard Mann is doing. 


One of the cadets watching simulations is Arya Warhan, a female 
Cadet who originates from one of the neglected Outer Rim Colonies 
that joined the Confederacy. She's has short hair that reaches her 
neck, blue eyes and a fair complexion, a height of 5'10. And her attire 
is that of a simple Confederate Cadet Tunic with military pants, and 
boots. 


When she did the simulations, she was able to pass in within two and 
a half hours. She performed well against the opposition that came her 
way, through a good p careful tactics and managing of her limited 
forces. 


And now, she watches the screen that shows the academy's resident 
oddball: Richard Mann. 


She was curious about the odd cadet. It hasn't been a week yet but 
ever since she arrived at Geonosis, she finds cadet Mann extremely 
mysterious. Not only is he oddly jingoistic for CIS, he stands out from 
the rest in terms of his personality and behavior. 


Especially when she witnesses the man drag himself across the 
ground like some goddamn Krayt Dragon! Richard can deny the fact 
that what they saw was just a hallucination as many times he wants, 
she knows damn well what she saw and no way it was some 
imagination she made in her head. 


Plus, the oddity that became of Mann's Droids a few days ago just 
solidifies her suspicions on him. She remembers well when she saw 
his droids: too alive and ecstatic like their commanding officer. 


Just what did Richard do to make even the inept B1s feel so oddly 
alive that they can be considered as sentient? (If her small glimpses 
of the droids' antics in his workshop are anything to go by.) 


'Who are you, Richard Mann?’ 
—x— 


"Hm... now this is interesting..." Trench clicked with his mandibles as 
he watched Richard Mann's droids getting scraps while the Engineer 
units began constructing something around the droid. 


He didn't expect Richard Mann to order his droids to do something 
like this. Naturally, any Cadet would have just gone with the exercise 
and just thought of any strategies with the resources at their disposal. 
Yet, Richard Mann decided to waste some precious time on scraps of 
metal and thrown out components. 


Trench would be lying if he said he's impressed. He's not. He wonders 
what strategic advantage this would have given him? Why waste 
some precious time on some scraps and used components? 


Already, Trench is already writing down on his datapad on Richard's 
performance. Just what was Richard Mann thinking? Wasting time on 
piles of scraps and Junk when he could just lead the droids and 
follow the objective. 


Once more he doubts Richard's abilities as a leader. Heck he's not 
sure if he's an effective one at that. 


When Trench looked up from his datapad back to the screen, his eyes 
widened slightly, on what he saw next. 


"Huh... that's unexpected." 


Just looking back at the screen, he finally understood what Richard 
was doing. And he felt kinda foolish for doubting his choice. 
Somewhat. 


To any novice or amateur officer, they would have thought this 
course of action to be foolish. But looking back now once more, it 
seems Richard Mann is thinking of a different angle than what the 
other cadets would have thought. 


He thought more than thinking outside the box. No, he found a new 
angle... 


—x— 


In the spectator room, the cadet shares the admiral's reaction, albeit 
with different views. They watch in astonishment and envy at what 
Richard did. Even the smartest or experienced of the Cadets can't 
help but respect their fellow peer's thinking, and kind wish they 
thought of that. 


'That's... wow...’ Arya Warhan thought in surprise by what she saw, 
'...why didn't I think of THAT?!' 


Richard sacrificed some precious time just to build something that 
would make the simulations easier for him. 


Of course, there are a few who look peeved by what Richard is doing. 
"What?!" One of the Cadets complained, "That is cheating!" 
"How is this even fair?!" 


"Yeah!" 


Arya, and some others, scoff at her peers complaining about Richard's 
strategy. A Muun Cadet looked over the complaining cadets and 
stated, "Clearly you're too narrow minded to understand Cadet's 
strategy. What you see is his ingenuity and strategic thinking. He 
found a way to make it easier for him." 


"B-but this isn't in the simulation!" Another cadet complained. 


"Exactly..." Arya added as she looked at the Cadet with a stern look, 
"He found a new angle to finish the course, that's something I can 
respect from him." She looks back at the screen with envy and respect 
for the odd cadet. 'Damn, for a crazy person, that's very smart of 
him... again, why didn't I think of THAT?!’ 


She thought to herself once more in envy as she looked back at the 
screen. 


sa eae 


If there's one thing that Richard Mann is feeling right now, it's 
nostalgia. A great, bountiful and beautiful feel of nostalgia. 


"Push that Cart forward!" 


Richard shouted to his droids. The droids pushed the Gonk droid, 
who was placed on a makeshift repulsorlift cart that makes 
transporting the Droid to its destination much easier, with their 
organic officer pushing along with them. 


The cart was built similarly to that of the Bomb-Carts from TF2, with 
the distinctive difference being the repulsorlift. Regular TF2 Bomb- 
Carts would be trouble to push due to the lack of train track and the 
abundance of deserted sand, but with a repulser-lift, it made 
transporting the Gonk Droid very easy. 


That's not all. He's not the only one shouting. A few of his droids 
were also simulating his action on their unique TF2 responses, based 
on their own class. 


"LISTEN TO THE COMMANDER, NUMBNUTS! PUSH THAT CART!" A 
B1-Soldier Droid shouted to his comrades. 


"Keep pushing!" 

"Push zhe Gonk!" 
"Mphm!! Mmphmmm!!" 
"Gonk!" 


Richard smiles as his droids push the Gonk Droid on the cart to the 
checkpoint. But he didn't notice that OOM-117 remained silent 
throughout the whole thing as his teammates pushed the Repulsorlift 
Cart. 


While it would seem a bit unfair for the other cadets because when it 
comes to simulations that requires a Gonk droid to be escorted, it 
would take perhaps 2-3 Hours for the Gonk droid to reach the 
checkpoint considering how slow the droid is and how big and unruly 
the terrain of Geonosis is. But that all depends on the obstacles 
placed or strategies used to overcome said problems. 


And the problem is that many of the cadets are by the book which 
makes them predictable and not many were that successful. As for 
Richard? He's one for thinking outside the box... 


...Okay, scratch that — there are cadets in the academy who did 
think outside the box and were successful in said simulation, but it's 
not as the same as Richard's line of thinking. 


To the craze and unusual cadet, he's one who would think outside the 
box then destroy said box with a fuck you, he will do it his way and 
fuck the rules! This is war they're training for! 


He considered this method as "Getting a rule named after you" which 
means, find a loophole in the rule, be reckless, be crazy, and bend the 
rules. Use what advantages you have! And what he means is use your 
common sense and so he did. 


He had his B1 Engineers create the makeshift repulsorlift cart for the 
Gonk droid, so escorting it could save up time and true it did. Based 
on the distance from the base, they are about a mile away from the 
base in just 10 minutes since the start of the simulation. 


Despite the advantage of having TF2/SFM/Gmod Powers, he needs to 
take this exercise seriously to prove to Trench he's a component 
leader. In his own way. Also, just to keep his powers hidden from 
everyone else. Having TF2fied Droids is already arousing suspicion, 
so he must've been careful on how he does out of worldly abilities in 
a franchise that isn't as logic or physic breaking like the TF2/SFM/ 
Gmod Videos. 


So for now, he had to keep his TF2 Tendencies in check for the time 
being. Just not to arouse suspicion. 


Richard and his droids trek across the desert of Geonosis towards 
their destination with three of his droids pushing the cart while the 
others flank the cart's side for security. For the first 15 minutes of the 
exercise, there hasn't been anything that was going to be detrimental 
to their progress so far. But it doesn't mean he and his team shouldn't 
be too complacent or confident with their chances of success. 


As they trek the desert with the Gonk Droid, seemingly enjoying the 
ride, Richard turns to his droids and addresses the current situation, 
"I don't want to jinx this, men, but we are guaranteed to win!" 


His droids cheered in response with, "Roger Rogers", "Yays", 
"Woohoo", with the Gonk Droid surprisingly joining in. But their 
cheers are cut short by him exclaiming loudly, "Do! Not! Get! Cocky! 
Do not get cocky, men, even though we have every reason to be! We 
are the best!" 


The Droids cheered once more, feeling the same patriotic pride they 
had days ago. Richard lets them cheer amongst themselves before he 
points at the two scouts of the battalion. 


"You, two! Move forward and scout ahead! If there's any maggots on 
sight, stay out of sight, hold your position and relay information!" 


The scout droids nodded, "Yeah, gotcha/Alright." 


The two B1-Scout droids moved ahead from the group, as they 
pushed the cart. But noticeably, the B1-Scout Droids, seem faster than 
the average B1, possibly even faster than a Commando Droid or 
Droideka in terms of natural speed. This is most likely due to the fact 
that Richard based the B1-Scout Droids on the Team Fortress 2 
Scouts; they're given the same speed boost as the scouts. While faster 
than the original B1 Battle Droids or the Droidekas in their roller 
forms, they're not as fast as the Jedi yet. 


...of course unless they drink, BONK! they'd be faster than a freaking 
speeder bike. 


Richard looks in delight as the B1-Scouts runs ahead of the group. He 
can't help but feel proud to upgrade the B1-Scouts to be the same 
level as that of the Scout from TF2. He can't wait to surprise everyone 
on what his droids are capable of. 


In fact, he's very excited to show what his 2 Droids are capable of! He 
looks back at the Droids and focuses on the arsenal they have on 
their hands. Most of the Droids in the group are equipped with the 
default weapons used in TF2. The B1-Scouts have their Scatterguns, 
blaster pistols, and metal baseball bats; The B1-Soldiers, OOM-117 
included, have their default TF2 Rocket Launchers, shotguns and 
shovels; The B1-Pyros have their flamethrowers, shotguns, and axes, 
so on so forth. 


But he made some slight changes in their load outs before the 
simulation began. For one, he forbade the B1-Engineers from making 
Teleporters. He wants to keep the technology of teleportation a 
secret. He doesn't want the Separatist to gain an advantage early in 
the war when it's more fun to see the war progress before he revealed 
the use of Teleporters to the wider galaxy. 


So, the B1-Engineers are allowed to build sentries and dispensers for 
now, but not teleporters until told otherwise. Also, he made the B1- 
Medic use the quick-fix Medi-gun instead of the default Med-gun. He 
wants to keep the ability of Uber-Charge a secret for now. Best to 
save the surprise when the war begins. 


Their peaceful journey came to an end when Richard's Comms 
received a transmission from his B1-Scout Droids, "/Ay, Boss! We've 


got a Battalion up ahead. Mostly made of perhaps a couple of B1- 
Series and some B2s.../ 


"Were you spotted?" 
"/Not yet./" the Other B1-Scout transmitted to him. 


"Good! That means we have the element of surprise! Remain in your 
position! When the fighting start; flaaank left! Flaaank right!" Richard 
Mann ordered through the comms. 


"/Yeah, Gotcha!/" 
"/Alright, let's do this!/" 


He turns his comms off and looks at his droids, "Get ready men! 
We've got some maggots to scrap!" 


His droids share their leader's enthusiasm, a B1-Medic cackling evilly, 
"T can't wait!" 


"If you're ready! I'm ready!" The BX-Demo Droid readies his grenade 
launcher. 


"Let's win this bloody simulation, boys!" The B1-Sniper tips his hat 
with his sniper rifle in hand, ready for battle. 


"Today, we'll emerge victorious!" The BX-Spy Droid pulls out his 
vibro-butterfly knife. 


Richard smirks at his team's eagerness and marches forward with his 
rocket launcher ready as they push the Gonk cart. 


After a few minutes they trek over the hillside of the desert where the 
B1-Scout Droids passed. Richard halts his droids from moving 
forward and crouches. 


His droids followed suit. And gestures a B1-Sniper Droid to follow 
him with OOM-117. As they crouch and peek over the top of the hill, 
there is a small droid unit waiting for them. 


He quickly crouches behind a large boulder with OOM-117 and the 


B1-Sniper following his move. They peek over the rock and they see 
that their first opposition came in the form of a small squad of B1- 
Series Battle Droids, nothing too different and it seems quite easy. 


He pulls his head away from the peaking over the rock and opens his 
comms to his B1-Scout Droids. 


"Scouts, are you in position?" 
"/Yeah we are! We're waiting for your signal!/" 
y 


"Good! Alright men, get ready!" Richard Mann nodded to B1-Sniper 
who gave a nod of acknowledgement before he prone and scoped his 
sniper rifle at the enemy Battle Droids. 


The Sniper Droids scopes into his target: A B2-Super Battle Droid. He 
scopes into its weak point and whispers as his finger is on the trigger, 
"All your heads look bloody twelve feet tall." 


Without a word he pulls the trigger and the shot makes its way to the 
red photoreceptor on the Heavy Unit, immediately dispatching it. 


Thus, all hell broke loose when the first shot were fired and Richard's 
Battalion began their first ever assault. 


"ATTAAAAAAAAACCCKKK!!!" 
a 


Push the Payload to the Objective. Kill All Hostiles. Listen to the 
Commander. Glory to the CIS. 


Those are the directives flowing through the processor of OOM-117. 
And yesterday was a very interesting change of events for him and 
his unit. In his first activation, he's programmed to help the cadet in 
his trials to be an officer. However, said officer is someone whom he 
didn't think would lead them... 


"Maggots!" Richard shouted and fired a missile that flew through the 
air downwards and hit its mark on a group of droids below, 
destroying some of them. Additionally, the B1 Battle Droid on his 
commander's side fired salvos of their rockets at the enemy droids. 


How he's able to acquire a rocket launcher that can fire more than 
One Rocket is up to him to decide. Furthermore, why is his default 
weapon used like an infantry weapon? It doesn't make sense, he gets 
the effectiveness of it. 


"Get a haircut, trashcans!" A B1 Battle Droid beside him jeered as he 
fired a rocket at another small group of droids, destroying them into 
bits. 


Another B1 Battle Droid runs ahead of them was reloading his rocket 
launcher before he took aim at an Enemy B2-Super Battle Droid and 
fired as the rocket flew and exploded directly to the B2 Unit, 
destroying it. He directs his aim at the other enemy droids, "You are 
all weak! You are all oil leakers!" 


How he and the other droids are able to see in spite of the fact they're 
wearing helmets covering their photoreceptors, which is something 
the OOM-Command Droid has stopped questioning. Especially how 
the hell is his organic leader able to see with the helmet covering his 
eyesight. 


While the rest seem to be participating in the fight, OOM-117 is the 
only droid in the team not participating in the rocket salvo. Despite 
being in the same so-called class as his commander, he didn't fire his 
rocket launcher like his commander or comrades. Instead, he decided 
to observe how his commanding officer led them. And it wasn't what 
he expected. 


All around OOM-117, who is taking cover behind a rock, BX- 
Commando Droids wearing beanies equipped with the odd grenade 
launchers lobbed their grenade at the enemy droids over their cover, 
destroying many of them while the Commando Droids did it a drunk 
and improvise manner. 


"I'm drunk!" One of the BX units announced before taking a swig of 
his scrumpy on his nonexistent mouth. How he's able to drink makes 
the Converted OOM-Command Droid question on how it's even 
possible for a droid to be drunk! 


From his elevated position on top of the small hill he watched as the 
two B1 Units, who were given the role as scouts, flanked the enemy 


droid units with unprecedented speed than an original B1 could even 
do. They're even able to be more agile than the Commando Droids. 


He watch as the fast B1 Battle Droid flank and tore the enemy droids 
into shreds with their slugthrower weapons, an sometimes even using 
their bats for melee-combat, all while dodging enemy blaster bolts 
with little to no problem as they jeered at the battle droids missing 
their shots at them. Whatever his Commander did, he made these B1 
Battle Droids to be faster and agile than the BX-Series, and more 
lethal than the unmodified B1-series they're currently fighting. 


"Here we come!" A B2-Super Battle Droid bellows, breaking OOM-117 
out of his thoughts, while hefting its Minigun on his hand. The Super 
Battle Droids runs down the hill with their minigun primed. 


OOM-117 watches as the B2 Super Battle Droids have positioned 
themselves on the hillside before raining down hundreds of bullets on 
the enemy droids. Many of those droids were mowed down to pieces 
by the continuous fire of the B2-Super Battle minigun, while the three 
B2s laugh maniacally and gleefully as they mow down the enemy 
units. 


"Weeeeeeeeh! Waaaaaaaahh! HAHAHAHAHA!!!" One of the B2-Super 
Battle Droids mimicked that of a crying baby before they let out a 
maniacal laugh as they mow down the unfortunate Battle Droids who 
are unable to retaliate against the hail of bullets raining down on 
them. 


"CRY SOME MORE!!!" Another B2-Heavy Droid cries out as he walks 
down the hill while firing his minigun at the droids. 


"Mmmphmmm!!" 


The sound of muffled grunts are heard as OOM-117 then witness 
other B1-Battle Droids run down the hill with flamethrowers in hand. 
They were hit a couple of times but were able to take cover behind 
some rocks before charging again. Once they're close in effective 
range, they spray a jet of flames on the Enemy B1 Battle Droids. 


And oh boy, did those droids get to experience a hot experience. 


"AH! FIRE! FIRE!" An Enemy B1 Battle Droid flails about as he tries to 
extinguish the fire on his body. 


"BY THE MAKER! I'M BURNING! HELP! HELP!" Another B1-Battle 
Droid screamed out. 


"FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!" A B2 Super Battle Droid cried out in pain as he 
was covered in flames. 


"I'M ON FIRE-ARGH!" The B1 Battle Droid was cut down by an ax to 
the head. 


OOM-117 didn't know what unsettled him: The enemy droids being 
burned from the fire? Or the mere fact that the Gas-mask wearing 
droids is expressing extreme joy, based on how they're raising their 
flamethrowers in the air while muffled maniacal laughter can be 
heard from the comms.? 


"We've got them now!" OOM-117's commander announced. He turns 
to see him standing on top of the boulder before putting the rocket 
launcher aside with a Slugthrower Shotgun, "Soldiers, press on and 
get up close! AAATTTAAAAAACCCKKKK!!!" 


He watched as the madman he called a commander ran down from 
the boulder into the hail of blaster bolts being thrown at him. 


He's not only one as the others followed his commander's example. 
The BX-Commando Droids switched their grenade launchers with... 
bottles? 


"LET'S DO IT!" 


A mixture of battle cries were heard while he stood there behind his 
cover. About half of the team runs down the desert hill using their 
'secondary' or 'melee' weapons in hand so they could meet with the 
enemy up and personal. 


OOM-117 just watched as the Commanding Officer decapitates the 
head of an enemy droid with others bashing melee weapons at an 
unfortunate group of droids. 


...who knew bottles could be this effective. 


Really? That's what you thought of after the massacre you just 
witnessed? -_- 


No words were spoken from the cadets as they stared at the screen 
showing Cadet Mann's droid's ungodly amount of damage and 
destruction on the simulation droids. Even Arya, who was a bit 
doubtful of Richard's abilities, was honestly quite shocked when his 
droids started fighting. 


What's really there to say for the young female cadet when she's 
witnessing such a massacre? Even when she was in these simulations, 
she didn't fight something similarly like this! Then again, she didn't 
think of upgrading or equipping her droids with whatever Richard 
did. 


"Holy shit..." 
Yep, that's the response we're looking for. 


"Is it wrong that I feel bad for the droids being burned alive?" One of 
the Cadets questioned before turning away from the screen when the 
flamethrower wielding droid engulfed another enemy droid in 
flames. 


"No..." the response was shared with the rest of the group. 


"P-preposterous..." a Cadet stuttered, "Droids don't feel pain. They're 
not even alive!" 


"Then how do you explain that?" The other cadaver pointed at the 
screen showing a B1-Battle Droid screaming out for mercy as he is 
being burnt. 


"Do they have to be brutal though?" One of the cadets refers to one of 


the helmeted Battle Droids ripping apart the arms of an enemy B1. 
",..I don't think they care." Arya said with wide eyes. 
—_xX— 


If there's one thing going through Trench's mind right now, is that he 
has no fucking clue how to respond. 


If someone were to tell him he would be stuck training a cadet that 
may or may have not defied the laws of physics or logic (ironic 
coming from Star Wars) with an squad of mentally insane or 
defective battle droids he would call them an idiot and that's fucking 
ridiculous. 


But now? What he sees before him? The amount of carnage his droid 
has brought, that may or may not be against the non-existent rules of 
war, yep. That's what is happening right in front him. And the Harch 
has three words to say... 


"What... the... kriff?" 


Meh, not as effective as a regular swear that we used but anyways, 
this one of the few times the admiral has swore in his life. He prides 
himself as a professional, but how can he be a professional by the 
bullshit with those droids and that man!? 


Just what is this cadet?! 
—_xX— 


A few minutes has passed as the battle or skirmish between 
OOM-117's Commanding Officer Modified Droids and the unmodified 
enemy battle droids is nothing short but a one-sided massacre. It 
would seem the weapons of his commanding officer's weapons prove 
to be efficient in providing very high damage on the enemy units. 
Especially against droids. 


If he had to be honest, he had low expectations for the Cadet leading 
them. As a droid built to lead other Droid Units, he thought of 
Richard's choice of actions to be illogical to the point he thinks he's a 
loose-cannon of a leader. His speech of 'Glory to the CIS' a few days 


ago was sure interesting, and it riled up the droids in pride for the 
Interstellar Government they're fighting. 


He found it odd for Cadet Mann to boost the so-called morale of the 
battle droids since it's unnecessary for machines. Or so he thought 
based on his knowledge on organics. Like many droids, he's quite 
discontent with being under the command of some biological species 
since they treated his kind as slaves. 


Ever since his activation months or perhaps a year ago, he didn't like 
how the organics treated droids like mere disposable tools. And he 
hated that feeling, but that's what he's designed to be: a disposable 
tool for conquest. So he didn't expect much when Richard Mann came 
to lead them. 


But his expectations of a cold and cruel organic officer were shattered 
upon meeting him... 


"Good work, boys!" Richard shouted, which broke OOM-117's 
thoughts and turned to him. 


He sees Richard Mann patting the shoulder of a B2-Super Battle 
Droid, "We've beaten the enemy! Now let's push that cart!" 


Oh the Battle seems to have been won. 


"Yeah, gotcha!" The B1 Scout unit nodded before he puns back to 
push the cart with his team. 


OOM-117 was active for a few months or perhaps a year and since 
then is very used to the mistreatment by Geonosians or any organic 
he comes across. Yet here's Richard Mann, an organic meatbag whom 
he thought to be as bad as the other organics has given him and his 
comrades an upgrade. One that made him so alive than before. 


Additionally, OOM-117 was confused as to why did his leader forgo 
the use of blasters with slug throwers? Sure he could understand it's 
effective against the Jedi, but against droids? Surely his leader must 
know the tactical disadvantage of using such weapons. However, his 
commander placed him and the rest of the droids in different 
categories he calls 'classes'. 


He and two other B1 units are placed in the "Soldier" class. He was 
given a rocket launcher that fired four explosive ordnance projectiles, 
a slugthrower shotgun, and a shovel for melee. 


Whatever upgrades his commander has done... It's unusual. Far from 
even normal. 


When he "upgraded" the droids with that gun on them, it changed 
them in a way he couldn't understand or piece together. The droids 
that were normally monotone or bland became erratic; so life-like 
they are that he doesn't know how it came to be for a short amount 
of time. 


"Ahahah!" 


His thoughts were broken when he saw what his commander was 
doing, his mind stopped short. OOM-117 started his commanding 
officer... dancing? 


"Hahaha! Conga!" The Cadet cheered while he did this so-called 
conga dance. 


Then he saw the other droids following his lead and forming a line of 
sorts while the other droids pushed the cart. The other droids seem to 
share the same sentiment of enjoyment of dancing this... conga. 


"Dun da dun dun da, yeah!" 
"CONGA! Conga, Conga! Ha ha ha!" 
"B2-Heavy show you, ah ha ha!" 
"Hah hoo hoo ha hahah!" 


OOM-117 stared at the bullshit before him as his droid danced ina 
line. He's not sure how to react to all of this. So instead of joining 
that weird dance before him, he decided to help the other droids 
push the cart. He goes over the cart, which is being pushed by one of 
the B1-Battle Droids holding an odd beam weapon of sorts along with 
some B1-Battle Droids who are the engineers of the group. 


"The Commander is... weird." OOM-117 said to his subordinates as he 


pushed the Gonk droid in the cart. 


"Really, Pardner? I thought he's fun!" The B1 Battle Droid wearing a 
Hardhat said as he pushed the cart along with the others. 


"Ja, our commander isn't anything like ve had before." The B1 Battle 
Droid said in an odd accent. 


"Why are you speaking like that?" OOM-117 questioned the accented 
droid. 


"Speaking like vhat?" The Droid asks. 


"That! That... voice. Why are you speaking like that?" The Command 
Droid questioned. 


"Hm... I don't know, I zhink zhe commander programmed it in my 
process when he vas upgrading me." Weird Accented Droid said with 
a shrug. 


"Gonk!" The Gonk droid replied to the accent Droid. 
"Oh danke, Gonk Droid! I do zhink my accent is nice!" 


Actually, now that OOM-117 thinks about it, every droid in the unit 
has weird accents, minus himself. He wondered what upgrades did 
Richard make that makes the droids speak in such weird tones or 
voices? He would question it but he wants to see how it plays out. 
Especially when the Commander and the others are still doing that 
odd 'Conga' dance. 


"Ha ha! Conga!" 
Yep... odd. 
—x— 


Cadets from the Spectator room watched in a mixture of amusement 
and bemusement. After witnessing the whole one-sided massacre, 
they thought he'd do something akin to that of a military 
commanding officer in training. But instead what they saw is the odd 
ball of a cadet and his droids just dancing in a single. 


"Is he seriously dancing?" Arya questioned with a dumbfounded 
expression. 


".,.even his droids are also dancing." Another cadet pointed on the 
screen showing his droids dancing. 


"You know... after witnessing a one-sided battle with slug thrower 
and odd-weapon wielding droids, I never thought it would get 
ridiculous like this!" A Muun Cadet said bemused by the whole thing. 


",..you could say that again." Arya responds as her eyes are glued 
onto the screen. 


Something is definitely off with that Cadet: First, the slithering on the 
ground thing; Second, his droids and finally the dancing... the fucking 
dancing. 


Just what is this cadet? Why dance? 
—x— 


Trench's eye twitched as he gazes at the screen showing Richard 
Mann and his droids doing whatever tomfoolery they're doing. He's 
just dancing... in a middle of a fucking simulation?! Just what is 
Richard Mann doing?! And furthermore, why are his droids acting 
like this?! 


After witnessing his exploits firsthand and how effective his droids 
are, he'd thought that Richard would take this exercise seriously after 
getting his first taste of combat but instead, he just dances like an 
idiotic fool in the middle of a firefight?! 


Sending two of his B1 Battle Droids, who run surprisingly faster than 
he least expected, as scouts for any strategic positioning is a basic but 
genius move on Richard's part. And having his Sniper take out the 
simulation droids is also a genius move on his part as well before he 
pelted the enemy with extreme prejudice. He's honestly surprised by 
the effectiveness of Cadet Mann's droids. That's good use of his droids 


and performance of a strategic officer. 


But when he saw them dancing he immediately began to doubt 
Richard Mann's awareness or disregard of safety. 


Trench facepalmed, so far he couldn't believe what he saw. This is his 
first simulation battle, yet he decided he and his droids dance to their 
location instead of using one of them to scout ahead just like before. 
While he likes Richard's creative thinking and basic use of 
reconnaissance, he should take this exercise seriously. 


...Perhaps he should increase the difficulty of the simulation so 
Richard Mann could break out of such a childish mentality. He needs 
competent officers with a strategic mind, not a mentality idiotic 
officer. 


He removes his hand from his face before facing his Tactical Droid, 
"TF-175, start coordinating the Assassin Battle Droids along with 
Assault Battle Droids on Cadet Mann's position." 


"Affirmative." 


Trench looks back at the dancing Cadet on the monitor. 'Let's see how 
Cadet Mann will react in a scenario where he's up against an 
ambush.' 


—A 15 Minutes Later— 
"Hahaha! Conga!" 


Richard has been doing the conga for 15 minutes now, and he's not 
stopping as he and his troupe have reached a mesas terrain that's 
barren of rocks or boulders to act as cover if an attack were to occur. 
Richard kept the environmental change in mind. 


The other droids continue to push the cart while he and others 
continue their conga dance uninterrupted. Richard feels so happy 
seeing Star Wars Battle Droids doing the fucking conga of all things. 


But in all fairness, he was the one who enabled it just to see if the 
upgrades did their part in making the battle droids to be like Team 
Fortress. 


So far the upgrades are a huge success. Nay, it's his greatest 
achievement since he got here! Making the droids as Team Fortress 2 
Mercenaries was the greatest idea he has ever had! The upgrades are 
a success, and the Battle Droids are using them for their fullest 
extent! Just as he hoped for. 


But if there's one thing that he noticed is that the Battle Droids fought 
similarly to a New Player when they joined the game for the first 
time. Like how the B1-Soldier Droids seem to aim but miscalculate 
how fast the rockets are, or B1-Pyros W-M1ing into battle. 
Regardless, the test is sure a success, and just like any TF2 Player 
they would eventually start learning how to go with advanced 
techniques or skills in their class. 


Though, he did notice that OOM-117 didn't participate in the battle. 
Hm... that's odd, perhaps he should ask or question why he didn't— 


A blaster bolt whizzed pass him, making him flinch, "Ah! Sniper!" 


Richard shouts as the rest of the droids, stopped their dance and 
immediately went to whatever cover they could find. But considering 
they entered as a canyon he should have expected an ambush to 
happen. Especially in an enclosed space where the exit is from the 
front or back. 


Richard peeks over his cover and tries to find the shooter only to 
duck down when another blaster bolt was fired. 


He as about to give an order to his droids, a B2-Heavy shouted, 
"Incoming! !" 


And just like their cove rocked from a concussion rocket. He looks 
over his cover to see squads of Assault Droids and B2-Super Battle 
Droids approaching and pelting their positions with concentrated 
blaster fire. And up above the cliffside, he can see some Assault 
Droids aiming their RPS-6 Launchers from his position. But like the 
Rocket Launchers they used, these RPS-6 Launchers can only fire a 
single rocket. 


Richard smirked at this sudden escalation. 


Though he is able to see things that anyone isn't able to see. He can 
see how much damage that is being outputted from Star Wars 
weapons because from his perspective regular Star Wars blasters have 
a damage output of well, 10-24 damage per bolt but decreases over 
fall-off. As for their missiles, it's up to somewhere around 50 damage 
but decreases over fall off. Not to dismiss the damage output but TF2 
Rocket Launcher packs a punch than their Star Wars counterpart. 
Especially their more unlocked versions. 


As he ponders this another blaster fire is heard. But it's coming from 
the rear of their position, and he turned to see another squad of 
Battle Droids attacking them in the rear. Richard Mann and his droids 
are surrounded by all sides. 


His droids immediately retaliated with bullets, rockets, grenades and 
flares. He watched as OOM-117 took his time to aim and fire his 
rocket launcher at the enemy droids before taking cover and looking 
at him. 


"Sir! Enemy from the rear! Your orders?!" OOM-117 exclaims as 
another concussion Rocket hits their position. 


If he were any other cadet, he would be in a state of panic where he 
would be crying for his momma in a box. But for him? A person who 
played TF2 and many RTS Genres in his lifetime, and has experienced 
getting surrounded on all sides, and now gifted the powers of Gmod 
and TF2? Hehehehe, you know this is merely a walk in the park for 
him! 


This kind of escalation is hell, HIS KIND OF HELL! 


OOM-117 perceived his commander's grin and his short time 
knowing him, it means one thing. 


He already has a plan. 


"ALL UNITS!" He screamed at the top of his lungs to which his droids 
turned to him, "Begin Team Fortress Tactic! Operation: BADWATER!" 


The Droids picked up on the tactic and so did OOM-117. 


So a Side-Note: before the simulations began, Richard has made 


tactics, protocols or battle plans to his droids in case of events like 
these. He made these tactics and battle plans before the simulation 
began as he wants to show Trench and his cadets that he's more than 
just an oddball. 


He's Richard Mann! The future General and Savior of the 
CONFEDERACY OF INDEPENDENT SYSTEMS!! 


...Also possible CEO of his own Intergalactic Mega-Corporation 
known as Mann.CO... Oh! Foreshadowing~ *winky* *wink* 
*winkwink* 


"Stop winking and foreshadowing!" Richard shouted at the author. 
No, FuCk YoU! 


Anyways, with those orders announced the Modified Battle Droids 
know what to do, especially the doubtful OOM-117 who has been the 
most reserved and doubtful of his own commanding officer. The B1- 
Engineers picked up their tool boxes over their shoulders. One run to 
the front lines like the other went to the backlines. As they reach a 
good spot or position the Engineers respectively place down their tool 
boxes. 


"Sentry, doing up!" A B1-Engineer announced after placing the 
tookbox. 


The Toolbox opens up revealing a machinery that is unfolding itself 
as the B1-Engineer hits it with his wrench which makes the 
machinery unfold faster. In a matter of 3 seconds, the machine 
unfolds itself. The machine he deployed has 2 gatling guns and a 
laser sight is built into the carbine body. Its ammunition is belt-fed, 
with a cranking system to rotate the barrel, as indicated by the 2 
electric cables visible. And top of it is a rocket silo. 


The Droids attacking stopped and stared at the sudden appearance of 
the machine. And it proved to be their mistake as the Automated 
Turret then opened fire at the enemy droids. The hail of bullets 
shredded any unfortunate droid who were out in the open, as B2- 
Super Battle Droid was blown up by a salvo of rockets fired at them. 


The other engineer did the same, stabilizing the rear from the attack 
and shredding any droid who was unfortunate to be in its sight. The 
B1-Engineers laughed maniacally as the enemy droids were torn to 
shreds by the sentry guns, slapping their knees and pointing before 
coughing. 


"That's what you get!" The B1-Engineer Droid said before he pulls out 
his pistol and starts shooting at the other droids to support his turret. 


"Another satisfied customer." The Other B1-Engineer said in his 
position. He placed his hands on his hip with a smirk before he 
pulled out his own pistol and fired some shots on him. 


The Opposing Droid Force retaliated when the enemy returned fire. 
Blaster bolts, and other projectile crap that the author has no time to 
add in this story, whizzed over the bullets and rockets of the 
modified group of droids. However, the much of the damage done by 
both the B2-Heavy, BX-Demoman and B1-Soldier's crowd control 
along with the steady support from the B1-Engineer's turret and B1- 
Sniping proved to be too much for the droids ambushing them. 


On top of the canyon' cliff that overlooks the battlefield, one of the 
Command Droid ordered the assault units beside him, "Take out that 
turret!" 


In cue said turret fired a salvo of rockets at a B2-Super Battle Droid 
on its sights, destroying it. 


"Roger, Roger." The Assault Droid complied and aimed his launcher 
at the Sentry Gun that is currently hailing bullets on the droids. He 
fired as the missile flew towards the turret. 


But a B1-Pyro Droid gets in the path of the missile that is heading to 
them. He aimed his flamethrower at the missile as it came closer and 
then... 


*FWOOM!* 


"AAAAAAAHHH!!!" The Command Droid and the Assault Droid 
screamed before the cliff they stood on exploded, killing them and 
any nearby droid who are unfortunate to be standing beside them 


because their own missile was deflected by the flamethrower's 
compression blast. 


B1-Pyro Droid then laughed as it raised the flamethrower over his 
head, laughing maniacally. 


"Nice going, pardner!" The B1-Engineer gives his friend a thumbs up 
which the B1-Pyro responds with a thumbs up. 


This happened with the other assault droids who fired their rockets at 
the Sentry Guns at other droids but the ordnance were deflected back 
to its user or deflected onto their own allies by the B1-Pyro taking the 
role as Richard like to call: The "Pybro." 


The other Droids noticed this and saw both the Pyro Droids and 
Sentry as threats, thus they prioritized their focus on them. But 
there's one problem... 


"I'M COMING FOR YOU!!" 
"GET A HAIRCUT TRASH CANS!" 
"NOT ONE OF YOU ARE GOING TO SURVIVE THIS!!" 


There's still threats that the other droids couldn't ignore. With the 
combined firepower of the offense and defense droids of Cadet Mann, 
it makes quite an unstoppable force to be reckoned with. The Scouts 
can be seen running across the battlefield, flanking on the amusing 
droid's sides with dodges and sprints that the simulation droids are 
unable to predict or calculate; Soldiers, and Demo-Droids alike 
continue fire their explosive ordnance at the enemy; the heavies of 
Cadet Mann's group continue to mow down droid after droid with 
their mini guns, 


On top of one of the cliffside of a Canyon, the Assassin Battle Droids 
have their scopes aimed on the attacking droids. One has his scope on 
B2-Heavy while the others have their sights either a B1-Pyro or 
Engineer. A single bolt fired and hit the B2-Heavy but didn't down 
him as he only grunted in pain while continuously firing hail of 
bullets on the enemy. 


As the other Battle Droids are about to fire again... 


*POW* 


His head was shot off his shoulders by a counter-sniped from the 
opposing team. Many other Assassin Battle Droids share their 
comrades' fate as they are sniped one by the B1-Battle Droid wearing 
a tipped hat. A Few of the Assassin androids were still active and 
attempted to counter-snipe, but the B1-Sniper tilts his head as the 
shot misses before he proceeds to aim and scope into the Assassin 
Battle Droid before waving his head goodbye with a single shot. 


The B1-Sniper lowered his sniper down and taunted, "Thanks for 
standing still, Wanker!" 


He ducks into cover when a few blaster bolts pass him before he 
retaliates with a sniper shot or pulling out his SMG and giving a burst 
of bullets from his position. In another part of the cover, OOM-117 
fires a single rocket before taking cover. As he is about to reload his 
rocket he stops as a thought comes to mind. 


"Wait, a minute..." OOM-117 said as he noticed someone missing, 
amongst them, "...where's Unit BX-791?" 


"Oi, you mean Spy?" A B1-Scout Droid questioned beside him, before 
taking a few pop shots with his secondary, "He went ahead." 


"Went ahead? What do you mean?!" 


In the enemy's elevated position on top of the cliff, a few of the 
enemy's assassin battle droids survived. One of them scoped onto 
OOM-117"s head and he before could pull the trigger, a figure 
materialized behind him then... 


"Peekaboo!" 
*CRITICAL HIT* 


"AGH!" The Assassin Droid screamed as he then tried to reach behind 
his back where a knife backstabbed him but he staggered and fell off 
the cliff dead. The figure reveals itself to be the BX-Spy, who looks 
over the cliff where the body fell. 


He gave a smirk and said, "Oh dear, I've made quite a mess!" 


He ducks from an incoming blaster shot beside him and sees another 
Assassin Battle Droid. The droid attempted to shoot at him but the 
modified BX-Commando Droid was quick on the trigger and weaved 
from the red laser projectile before he pulls out his own heavy blaster 
pistol aims, and scored a headshot on the droid. 


The BX-Spy Droid watches as the droid falls dead, the BX-Spy Droid 
the laughed and snorts, "Hon hon hon! You are an amateur and a 
fool!" 


The Spy Droid then turns invisible once more and goes off to get rid 
of any more oppositions. 


The skirmish lasted for a few more minutes. Thanks to the Sentry 
providing more firepower and covering their flanks and rear, as well 
as the B1-Snipers getting rid of the Assassin Battle Droids, the Mann 
Battle Droids pushed through with their counterattack. Bullets and 
rockets whizzed through the air along with screams of horror and 
pain from the opposing droid forces, the battle lasted for at least a 
couple of minutes before all enemies were killed off. 


The aftermath of the battle was a brutal one for the simulated battle 
droids once more when the fighting delved into close-quarters 
combat where offense classes are at their dangerous. Droid parts and 
components lay on the ground, scrapped droid bodies and corpses lay 
everywhere along with the smell of burnt oil and melted metal. 


The ones left standing are the Modified Group of Battle Droids and 
their odd ball of a Commander, Richard Mann. The group stopped 
their firing and took a look at the damage around them. Needless to 
say, it was quite a battle that really filled the organic officer and his 
band of metal friends with adrenaline. 


"All gave some! They gave a lot! We didn't give an inch!" Richard 
praised and in turn his droids returned the favor with their own 
praises or responses for success. 


"We are strong! We win! And that is end of that!" A B2-Heavy Droid 
cheered. 


"I dinnae even know we were fightin' another team! I just thought we 


were just testing our weapons!" A BX-Demo Droid drunkenly cheers. 


"You've got a Sniper, 'course you're gonna bloody win!" A B1-Sniper 
Droid cheers. 


As his group cheered, he noticed a few of his droids clutching their 
sides from the damage done to them from the firefight, OOM-117 is 
one of them as well. He approaches OOM-117 and asks in concern. 


"You alright, soldier? I saw you took a few hits from those maggots." 


"I-I'm fine sir... nothing to worry about." OOM-117 brushed it aside, 
".,.but that should be the least of your concerns. I don't have enough 
ammunition for our weapons to complete the course. And some units 
are damaged from taking a few blaster bolt shots as well as a hit from 
a concussion rocket." 


OOM-117 pointed towards the other droid units, more specifically the 
two of the B2-Heavies, one of the Bl-Soldiers, one of the B1-Scouts, 
one BX-Demo Droid, and two of the B1-Pyros as they are one who are 
in the open dishing damage. 


Richard took his time to observe their injures and said back to 
OOM-117, "I don't think that would be a problem, any more 
comrade." He looks over the B1-Medic and shouted, "Medic!" 


"Jal" 


He points at his injured teammates which the B1-Medic droid 
acknowledges and quickly moves to them. The Medic aims his odd 
weapon and a red beam connects OOM-117. 


"W-what the?!" The Command Droid exclaims in surprise as his 
injuries were getting healed. He has healed as if he wasn't in battle 
yet nor did he feel like he was damaged. Once fully healed, the B1- 
Medic Droid announces proudly. 


"Another successful procedure!" 


The other droids saw this and immediately started calling out for 
their turn to heal... 


"DOC! COME ON, MAN!" 
"DOCTOR!!" 

"MRRDRR!" 
"MEEEDIIIC!" 

"MEDIC!" 


All at once the injured started calling out for the medic. And the only 
healer of the team looks very irritated by the constant yelling. 
Richard meanwhile looks on with a nostalgic look on his face 
remembering all the times when he was forced to play as Medic he 
has to endure the countless torture of his teammates spamming the 
fucking E button whenever they're injured. 


The B1-Medic growls, "You are trying my patience!" 


In spite of the constant yelling from the others, he walks up to the 
B2-Heavy Droid, starts healing the damage down to him. The Heavy 
Droid touches where his wound was and looks at the B1-Medic Droid 
and gratefully says, "Many thanks!" 


"Jahowl!" The B1-Medic then goes to the rest of the Team, healing 
them one by one. 


OOM-117 stands beside his commander as he watches the Medic heal 
his team. So that's what the gun is for... seems very useful. He 
wonders how it works. He looked at Richard and still brought up one 
more concern, "Sir, while this is very beneficial I don't think this 
would help with the current issue with our ammunition running low." 


"Don't worry, Lieutenant! I've got that covered." Richard then looks at 
the Engineer Droids and orders, "Engineers! Deploy a dispenser here!" 


"Alrighty then!" 


The Engineer did so as drops down a tool box which opens and a 
dispenser unfolds itself. Once finished, the cadet walks over and pulls 
out a rocket before placing it in his inventory. 


As he starts replenishing his ammo for his rocket Launcher and 
Shotgun, he looks over to his droids, "Replenish your munitions, 
boys! We've got a simulation to finish!" 


The other droids followed suit and they too started replenishing their 
ammo from the dispenser. 


—x— 


Silence filled the entire room as all cadets stared at the screen with 
an absolute dumbfounded expression, especially Cadet Ira. 


None spoke on what they bore witness to. What words could be said 
other than- 


"What the kriff was that?!" 


Wow... thanks for stealing my line asshole, I was about to fucking tell 
the viewers that! Thanks a lot you piece of shi- 


Anyways, as what the random cadet said after he RUDELY 
interrupted me narration, this sentiment or thought is shared by 
everyone in the room. When Richard was ambushed, most cadets, 
especially Arya, thought he was done when his forces were 
surrounded on all sides by the droids ambushing them. 


But [NOPE.AVI], they have got their expectations and doubts 
shattered from the moment Richard initiated "Operation Badwater." 
The chaos that followed especially was so UNREAL for the cadets, 
especially what Richard's Droids did in response to the ambush. 


And oh boy, these Team Fortressfied battle droids were NOT 
something they did expect! 


Sure, the first skirmish was a sight to behold and an example of what 
Richard Mann's droids are very capable of, but this is unlike anything 
the cadet has seen before! Seeing these droids using unorthodox 
tactics and making slug thrower weapons extreme lethal is a huge 
shock for everyone watching this simulation. 


Arya stared slack jawed by Richard's performance and was 
wondering, who and what is Richard? And how did he turn his droids 


into something like that?! Sure, she has hopes for Richard to ace the 
simulation but she didn't expect... something like this! 


Also, is that gun... fixing that droid?! She sees damages that were 

inflicted upon the Droids being fixed with ease! Where did he get 

that?! Did he make that?! And also, where did he get those turrets 
from?! 


Is that what he's been doing in the workshop the whole time?! 
Who and what is Richard Mann?! 


Many Cadets alike thought of that, especially when they saw a 
freaking flamethrower, AIRBLASTING a rocket back! How and why?! 
Just what the kriff?! What the kriff did they just see?! 


But they're not the only ones trying to make sense with what they 
saw. 


"What... the... kriff?!" 


Clever of you, Trench. You think you can outsmart someone as 
random like Richard Mann. Well, too bad for you! Speaking of which, 
the Harch has his mandible slack-jawed and let's say he's just as 
shock as the cadets! Trench's mandibles slackened, and if possible, his 
Tactical Droid would have done the same if it had a mouth that 
would open and close. The simulation that showed Richard's Droids 
pushing back or even making headway was honestly shocking. 


Even when he's encircled by all sides he was able to shatter Trench's 
expectation by retaliating back very brutally. Hell! This is probably 
more brutal than the previous skirmish! 


The oddity of droids' weapons seems to be a huge advantage that 
harch didn't expect. He was certain Richard would have lost because 
of the Droids' weapons and the ambush he set up in the simulation, 
yet he's proven so wrong. So wrong in fact, he might have gotten 
himself a migraine! 


He watched his droid fight so effectively that even the numerical 


advantage and fire power of the training droids were just a mere 
nuisance as if it didn't mean anything to them. Any damage done to 
the droids were immediately healed by the B1 Droids holding those 
weird guns, and any rocket fired from a B2 Super Battle Droid were 
DEFLECTED back to its user by a B1 Battle Droid holding a fucking 
flamethrower! 


How in the many moons does that even work!? 


Also... HOW AND WHERE DID CADET RICHARD GET THOSE 
WEAPONS IN THE FIRST PLACE?! 


Just what's next going to happen after all of this?! 
—(Small Timeskip)— 


Well, Trench, you see after this little timeskip, what next is a whole 
bullshit of events that the author doesn't want to put effort in adding 
more scenes of droids curb-stomping the competition because that 
becomes too repetitive to write. 


What follows next is a series of encounters and bullshittery of 
Richard and his Droids performing well in the simulations. With 
encounter after encounter, the odd cadet has shown him and his 
droids to very capable fighters. 


Each encounter played similarly from the first encounter to the 
second. It goes in two ways: One, Richard Mann and Droids ambush 
the enemy and stomps them without problem; Two, Simulation 
Droids ambush Richard Mann and his Droids, but are curb-stomped 
without problem. 


Richard Mann continues to lead the charge with each encounter they 
come across, and fortunately this proves to be very useful in training 
his droids in return. He became more effective with each other, 
slowly and surely learning their class or roles, and slowly getting a 
hand of using their new found abilities effectively. 


Even OOM-117 was slowly getting used to using his rocket launcher 
as his base weapon. The rocket launcher is as powerful as any blaster, 
but with more explosive than blaster bolts and more damage. The 


doubts he once had regarding his commander have diminished as 
simulation continues. 


OOM-117 grew to respect Richard Mann as a leader and comrade. 
Sure, his ways of fighting are illogical and outside of standard CIS 
Combat Doctrines, but his fighting style proves to be very effective as 
any other form of attack. 


"Forward men!" Richard orders, as he pushes the cart alongside his 
troops, "Push that cart!" 


OOM-117 decided to roll with his commander's antics. He's already 
getting used to his eccentric, "You heard him, men! Push that Cart 
Forward!" 


About five of the Droids continue to push the cart while the other 
stays in guard for any possible attack from any of the training droids. 
Richard has sent his scouts ahead like before in his first encounter 
with the training droids. He has yet to hear from them for a while 
before he receives a comm transmission from one of them. 


"/Aye, boss. We're a few minutes away from the finish line. But they 
got some Droidekas, a Spider Droid with them. They're pretty dug in. 
It seems the Admiral wants to make it harder for ya. So what are ya 
orders, boss?/" 


Richard smiles and replies, "Good work! Don't engage the enemy yet! 
Wait when we strike then you will flank them!" 


"/But... they're dug in. And very fortified./" 


"Not a problem for me." The Cadet dismissed his concerns, "Let me 
and our soldiers handle this. I have a surprise planned for those, 
maggots!" 


"/Well, if you say so./" the B1-Scout Droid cuts comms as Richard 
then goes to inform the rest of the team regarding the situation. 


Now fully aware of what they will face, the droids of Richard Mann 
are prepared to face them head on. But as Richard said, he has a plan 
that involves something logic-breaking. 


One that maybe Admiral Trench or anyone wouldn't expect. 
—_xX— 


Trench stared at the monitor, watching as Richard Mann made plans 
regarding the obstacle ahead. He looks at the time and he's honestly 
impressed. 


Richard Mann's runtime is 50 minutes. That's less of an hour! 


He's now shocked and very impressed by how Cadet Mann was able 
to reach his destination this quickly. He's able to reach his destination 
better than any of the other cadets. Probably because A). He built a 
cart that makes transporting a Gonk Droid a whole lot easier, B). His 
unusual droid's excellent performance in the battlefield was able to 
speed up the process and make quick work on the droids. 


Any doubts he had on Richard Mann have diminished. He sees the 
potential the cadet has to be a leader of sorts. Though his battle 
strategies are unorthodox and outside standard CIS protocols, it 
seems to get the job done. 


Now the Cadet Mann is faced with a more fortified force, and this is 
where most cadets struggled or failed, due to the difficulty of it. But 
not all simulations remained the same, sometimes there's less droids 
in the main point, sometimes there's more than one high-quality 
droid. But for Richard Mann's obstacle, there's more training droids 
(B1s, BXs, and B2s) in the final point, with fixed automatic blaster 
nest, Spider Droids, and Droidekas for extra support. 


But after seeing Richard Mann's exploits, he gets a feeling that this 
will just be a walk in the park for him even with the added firepower 
and numbers— 


"/ATTAAACCCKKK!/" 
Wait, huh?! 
X= 


The Cadets meanwhile look at the screen in some sense of envy and 
respect. Richard Mann by all accounts is one of the oddest and 


unusual person, they've ever seen from his eccentric and crazy 
personality to his odd ball of droids who share the same sad 
personality. Especially that time he slithered on the ground, despite 
the denying claims of said man who slithered on the ground. 


Arya stares at the screen that had the final checkpoint fortified with 
more droids and along with varying degrees of support in form of the 
Droidekas and a Dwarf Spider Droid. 


With that many enemies at the final checkpoint, any cadet would 
dread to face such a force and would take their time to plan ahead. 


But after witnessing Richard droid's in action, she immediately 
doubts that the opposing force would stop him from doing what he 
does best; thinking strategically than just attacking head on a direct 
assault— 


"/ATTAAACCCKKK!/" 


She was startled and broke out of her thoughts when the screen 
monitor shows Richard Mann doing the exact opposite of what he 
should be doing. What is he doing— 


"Look! Cadet Mann is running out of his cover!" One of the Cadets 
pointed out. 


True to his words, Richard Mann is the only one running out of cover 
with his droids remaining behind cover while firing their weapons. 
What is he planning? He's not suggesting to attack the enemy droids 
head on without any form of support! (And yes young lady, he's 
really suggesting he should do that because, fuck it.) 


With the amount of blaster bolts raining down on him, he can't 
expect to dodge and reach the other side with ease. It's suicide! 


But... after getting to know how he and his droids fight, with surpise 
after surprise, perhaps he has a trick on his sleeve like with those 
turrets and that healing-gun. 


What tricks does he have now? 


ne, co 


Stun Bolts whizz and rain down on him as he weaves through them, 
while avoiding the incoming stun blasts fired from the lone Dwarf 
Spider Droid. 


This may be the craziest thing he has ever done since he got here! 
Okay, turning the battle droids into Team Fortress 2 versions is crazy 
but it's nowhere as crazy as what he's about to do! 


Now before you dear reader get to see what he has planned, how 
about we explain how we got into this situation? 


—(A few seconds ago)— 


"Alright men! Stay frosty!" Richard said as they made a stop behind 
the hillside. He takes a prone position alongside the B1-Sniper to his 
right and a BX-Spy by his left. 


He pulls out the macro-binoculars and uses them to observe the 
enemy's position and movement. They're very fortified alright: 
Automatic Blaster Cannons (in stun mode) in fixed positions, a Dwarf 
Spider Droid in a slightly more elevated position in the back and 
finally, three Destroyer Droids. 


This would be fun. Normally, he would have ordered his Scout Droids 
to flank from the sides and gain the enemy's attention while the 
others move in and fire their weapons at the enemy's position and his 
support class (specifically the Sniper) would scope in a fully charged 
shot at the Dwarf Spider Droid's photoreceptors. 


"Well, le commandant, the enemy is heavily fortified." The BX-Spy 
laying on his front chassis said beside him, "Perhaps I would try and 
sneak in to sabotage their defenses." 


"Or I could just snipe them from this position, mate." The B1-Sniper 
interjected while still scoped into the Spider Droid, "I've got that 
mongrel, on my sights." 


"I have an idea." Richard said suddenly, "We charge in head on!" 


"Commandant, that's a terrible idea-" 


"ATTAAACCCKKE!!!" He suddenly stood up and gestures to the 
enemy and runs out of cover, much to the surprise of his troops. 


He runs down the hill towards the fortified enemy. Any element of 
surprise is thrown out the window for a head on charge, and due to 
his announcement of his attack the enemy droids with yell, he gave 
enough time to get into battle positions. 


The B1-Sniper and BX-Spy watch dumbfounded as their commander 
run to the enemy's position right in the open while the other droids 
runs the hill and before firing while maintaining their distance. 


"Ugh... Merde..." the BX-Spy facepalmed. 
—(Flashback Ends)— 
Now, you know what happened. Now let's see what happens next. 


As he is getting in considerable close distance of the enemy 
fortifications, he lets out a maniac grin and aims the barrel of his 
rocket launcher downward onto his feet. He jumps before he pulls the 
trigger and then... 


—([TF2 Original] Sharax - I am a Robot])— 
—_xX— 


The Cadets let out a series of shock and awe by what happened as did 
Ira. She didn't expect this kind of trick! 


Meanwhile with Trench, his eyes bulged from his head by what 
happened as his mandibles went slack. Even the Tactical Droid by his 
side makes his shock known. 


"What the fu-" 


—_x— 


"What the hell!?" The Enemy Droid exclaims in shock as the rest of 
them stopped firing and they all stared upward. 


They see Richard descending down onto them with a shovel one hand 
a shotgun on another, while his rocket launcher was stacked behind 
his back. 


"SCREAMING EAGLES!" As he landed, he bash his shovel onto an 
enemy droid, killing it before he aimed his shotgun at a nearby B1 
Battle Droid and blowing its head odd, "The eagle has landed!" 


The Droids were too dumbfounded to reach in time as another 
received a spray of slug to the face. This is followed with a shovel 
bash to another droid. It didn't take long before the droids retaliated 
and fired on the lone commander, who took cover just in time. 


Meanwhile, his droids watch this unfold with varying degrees of 
shock and awe. They didn't expect their commander to do that! 


OOM-117 and the other B1-Soldier all stared in wonder and awe. Is 
that what their rocket launchers are capable of? OOM-117 looks at 
his rocket launcher with some certainty, whether what he saw was 
real or not. But he doesn't have to think when he's broken out of his 
thoughts by one of his comrades. 


"Oi!" OOM-117 snaps his head to a B1-Sniper Droid, "The Commander 
needs help! Get bloody goin'!" 


OOM-117 looks over to the other side of the battlefield and see his 
commander currently fighting the enemy alone. But he can see B1- 
Scouts running towards the enemy's fortifications to aid their 
commander. There he sees B1-Pyros and BX-Demo Droids run down 
the hill as they head to aid their commander. 


OOM-117 made his move. He ordered the B1-Soldier Droids, "With 
me, men! Follow my lead!" 


"Roger that!" 


OOM-117 runs down the hill with the other three Soldier Droids 
behind him. By the time they have reached the same distance as their 
commander, they crouch-jump at the same time then... 


*BOOM!* 


They are launched onto the air, surprisingly intact for their first 
rocket jump. But it doesn't matter now, as they are catapulted to the 
enemy's position where their commander is. 


From this height they're able to get a grasp of the situation from a 
bird-eye view, and they can see their commander is surprisingly 
doing well on his own despite being surrounded but it would be a 
matter of time before he gets overwhelmed. 


As they fall downwards, one the B1-Soldier Droids pullout their 
shotguns for close-medium quarters combat while another pulls out a 
shovel. OOM-117 remained with a rocket launcher in hand as they 
descended on to the ground. 


Before they landed, OOM-117 fired from rockets in the air which 
blew up the distracted enemy droids from below. Startled by the 
attack from above before they could retaliate OOM-117 and the 
Soldier droids had landed on to their position not after a B2 Super 
Battle Droid received a shovel to the face and a BX-Commando Droid 
receiving the wrong end of a shotgun barrel. 


"Commander, we're here!" OOM-117 shouted as he fired a rocket at a 
destroyer droid, blowing it up as the droid's shields aren't impervious 
to explosive ordinances. 


Richard smiles at this and before he could say anything, a shotgun 
blast is heard and he turns to see a B1-Soldier Droid pumping their 
shotgun after killing another enemy droid, "Time to inform your next 
of kin!" 


*CLANG!* 


Richard turns to see another B1-Soldier Droid bashing the head of the 
BX-Commando Droid with his shotgun. 


"Maggots!" 


Richard Mann can only smile as the event the rest of the Team 
Fortress Droids arrived to the fray: B1-Scouts arrives to the flank, 
weaving and dodge incoming attacks while harassing the enemy with 


hit and run tactics; B2-Heavies mow down lots of enemy droids and 
even out-fired a destroyed droid by themselves as the hail of bullets 
overloaded the shield and tore through the destroyer droid; Bx-Demo 
Droid lob grenade after grenade, blowing up a number of enemy 
droids while they drunk their scrumpy and using said bottle to bash 
the enemy on the end; B1-Pyro Droids chased around the enemy 
droids before they lit them aflame, as said enemy droids we're 
screaming out in terror being burnt alive while their tormenter 
laughs and raising their flamethrower over their heads; B1-Engineers 
has quickly set a Lvl 3 Sentry close by as its bullets begun tearing 
through enemy droids with ease; BX-Spy Droids got behind enemy 
lines and sapped the Spider Droid, making them immobile before 
finished off by a charged Sniper Shot. 


Overall, it was another big massacre for the droids and another 
surprise for everyone watching. 


—(Music End)— 


After the battle had been won, the TF2 Droids stood around the 
aftermath victorious as the Gonk Droid in the Cart was then moved to 
its final destination. B1-Soldier Droids stood in attention and saluted 
as the Gonk-Load, with the others nonchalantly standing by as it 
passed them. 


They've won and now they just need to get the payload through. 
Once the Gonk-load entered the checkpoint, the light on the pole that 
was red turned green, indicating that Richard Mann had completed 
the course. 


The former TF-Player smiled at this exchange and complimented his 
droids, "They said we couldn't do it! They said we shouldn't do it! 
They begged us not to do it! And we did it anyway!" 


The Droids then returned the favor with their own affirmations and 
cheers. 


"Bottoms up, lads!!" 


"Ha ha! We showed them, didn't we?" 


"Sandvich for everyone! We have earned it!" 


As the Droid cheered, he noticed OOM-117 was flabbergasted by 
what happened. The droid was looking at his rocket launcher 
wondering how the hell that is bloodily possible? But the droid's 
confusion was caught off by a hand on his shoulder. 


He turned over his shoulder to see the smiling face of Richard Mann, 
"You've done me proud, Soldier!" 


OOM-117 said nothing and eventually nodded in acknowledgment 
for his commander's words of praise. 


"NOW LET US DANCE!" 


OOM-117 was stunned as Richard Mann suggested out loud with the 
rest of the platoon agreeing with the idea. It didn't take long before 
OOM-117 said, fuck it and went along with it. 


"Oh yeah!" 
—(Friday Night - Yakuza 0)— 
[There should be a GIF or video here. Update the app now to see it.] 


The battlefield became that of a dance floor and music played in the 
background from the Gonk-Droid while The TF2 Droids surrounded 
the two characters. Richard and OOM-117 followed the beat of the 
music and approached each other with so much swag energy it felt 
overwhelming, and after passing by each other they posed a bit 
before they clapped and started dancing in sync with the music. 


I'm ready go tonight 
There's a party, alright 
We don't need the reason for joy oh yeah 


The Droids around them dance some to the music as they let out 
cheers of enjoyment. 


Tickin' down to midnight 
Tonight's gonna be bright 
So the grooves will make me move oh yeah 


I'm feeling like 
I'm feeling just as fly 


...even the Gonk Droid is dancing as it sways left and right to dance. 


Can't stop dancing all night long 
Jumpin' up! Shake it up! 

Move your body 

Don't stop the music all night long 
Keep it on! It's your friday night 


They stopped dancing as the music faded with the group now posing 
as one for the spectators to see. For it was a wonderful victory 
indeed. 


a 


If it wasn't said again for the millionth time, the Cadets are left 
flabbergasted by what they witness. After witnessing Richard Mann's 
most impossible feat of ROCKET JUMPING, and seeing it being 
followed with the other Droids in his group to do the same, they are 
all left with so much shock that they can't process what they saw 
before them. 


What they saw was so bullshit yet by the hands of Richard Mann and 
his droids, they made the fucking impossible the possible! 


..and now the logic-breaking group of droids are just dancing... a 
fucking victory dance of all things! The other Cadets can't help but 
feel envy, even the most prestigious and privileged of Cadets can't 
help but feel their accomplishments in the simulation pale in 
comparison with Cadet Mann's accomplishments. Especially the 
droids' earlier performance outweighs the other cadet's combat 
doctrines. 


Arya, just stared surprised. What else is there to say other than what 
was said so many times in this chapter. She can see that in spite of 
Richard Mann's very odd behavior along with his droids, he does 
show potential to be a leader... 


She wonders what other tricks Richard Mann has in his sleeves. And 


most importantly... 


'Who and What are you Richard Mann?' She inquired internally, as 
she watches the cadet and his droids dance from the screen. 


= a 


Trench is just done... he's no longer surprised by the results even 
when he and his droids started doing that ridiculous dance, or 
"victory dance." But still the results surprised him. 


He looks at a screen that showed Richard laughing as his Droids 
danced whatever they're doing. It hasn't been a week in and yet 
Richard has proven to be the most unpredictable student he ever had 
in his time as a Naval Officer. 


Regardless, he performed very well and decided that his unorthodox 
tactics and approach is considered a pass. It was only the first 
simulation test for Richard... How many simulations would yield 
different results from these ragtag of droids? 


Well for one thing is certain, if ever Richard Mann graduates from the 
academy or when war begins, he would be an interesting 
commander... 


An Unusual Separatist Commander. 


To Concluded. 


I was snorting some (good-stuff) as I was writing this! I hope all enjoy 
this chapter, and stay tuned to the next. Now excuse me, I have to get 
to my Cadillac! Because otherwise I'd be in a lot trouble! 


*door was bashed down as two TF2-Soldier Robots and Giant-Robot 
Heavy stood at the door way, threatening the Author in Japanese.* 


SON OF A— 


*SIGNAL LOST* 


Chapter 3: Geonosis Troubles 
Part 1 


It was a hot and sunny day in the desert terrains of Geonosis, and 
much has happened over the last few months. Inside Academy has 
workshops used by the cadets to modify their battle droids, one of 
which is owned by Richard Mann. 


His workshop has a balcony he could use to look out of the hive and 
enjoy the view, and sometimes he uses the open area to take a 
relaxing seat on his recliner under the glaring sun, getting a sunbath 
while droids are busy with their own thing inside the workshop. 


As Richard lays comfortably on his Relaxo Rancho, he takes a swig of 
his bottle of scrumpy. 


"Ah~!" Richard said with a satisfied sigh after taking a swig from 
drunk while the rays of the sun hit him, "Now this is life! Never 
thought it would be like this!" 


Richard has never had this much enjoyment in the past few weeks 
and it's nice to enjoy some peace for a change. 


"Aye, you said it mate!" 
"Yeehaw!" 


Okay, scratch that, two droids are relaxing alongside him outside the 
balcony with their relaxed rancho. There is a BX-Demo Droid, and a 
B1-Engineer Droid on either side of him, both enjoying the hot sun 
with their recliners and taking a swig of their respective drinks. 
Speaking of which, inside his droids are having antics that are not 
restricted to their TF2 Personalities. Some chatted with each other, 
some did mundane activities like playing chess such as what the B1- 


Medic and one of the B2-Heavy are currently doing. OOM-117 and 
B1-Engineers meanwhile are inspecting the team's weapons to ensure 
that they're all in working order for the next match-up. 


Oh yeah for the readers from the previous chapter that wanted the 
Gonk Droid to be in the team, well... 


"Gonk!" 
"Mmphm!" 
"Dammit!" 
...Here it is. 


In the corner of the room, a B1-Pyro Droid and B1-Soldier are playing 
pazaak, a Star Wars version of a poker game. I don't know, the author 
didn't know anything related to it. As the two played, with the B1- 
Pyro winning third a row, the Gonk Droid is just watching the two 
playing said card game. 


The Gonk droid from the simulation ended up becoming part of his 
team after so many successes. Now you'd think Richard stole the 
Gonk droid himself but, /NOPE.AVI/ the droid followed Richard and 
the rest of the gang to the workshop like a puppy because the power 
droid LIKES being around these ragtag of Battle Droids whom he 
danced with. 


Trench didn't mind as they have more Gonk Droids they could 
replace it with. So with a new member of the Team, Richard decides 
to TF2-fy it. Now the Gonk Droid is a walking dispenser, able to 
provide all munitions of all types and providing the ability to heal 
nearby teammates. And interestingly enough, it was given an increase 
in armor durability. 


The other Team Fortress 2 droids, on the other hand, were either 
dancing the Kazotsky Kick while others were attempting the Conga 
line, basically all TF2 fun stuff they could enjoy. 


Though quite noticeable. He has double the amount of droids than he 
had before, but the other half has a different color. An interesting 
detail to take note of for this chapter, wouldn't you say? Does he 


somehow have 24 additional droids? I wonder how that happened? 
*wink* *wink**willy wink* 


"Stop it!" 
No! FaCk U! 


Anyways, Richard looks over and smiles seeing the droids having 
their fun and hobbies before looking out onto the mesas of Geonosis. 
But he eventually frowned when he was reminded of which part of 
the timeline he is. 


He can't help but feel sad that in a few months or a year, all of this 
fun and peace would end with a proxy war that would expand across 
the Galaxy. And the more he thinks about it, the more his mood 
seems to drop. 


As someone who watched the Clone Wars as a kid, he has always 
rooted for the Confederacy and it frustrates him to no end to see the 
droids being treated like jokes, hell, there are so many war crimes 
being committed by the Republic he questions if they are still called 
the "Good Guys." And also hearing the aftermath of what happened to 
the Geonosians in Disney canon... 


Richard's grip on the bottle tightened at the tragic fate of the 
geonosians. As he thought of what happened in canon, his mood 
changed. His mind delved further into the Star Wars knowledge of 
what happened to the CIS such as the Bad Batch Episode regarding 
the Separatist Holdouts. He hated what happened to them, it was 
unfair and cruel. 


But that's why he's here now, Richard Mann will ensure that the 
timeline will change for the better for Confederacy and its people. 


If any Republic maggot will try to deter that and give rise to the 
Empire, he will give them a good chance to surrender or else he'll 
make their existence a living hell. 


And unbeknownst to him, elsewhere in the inner rim, a republic 
governor and various republic officers felt a chill down their spine. 
About something that would happen to them... and a fate worse than 


death. 
—_x— 


"Inspect the rocket launchers for any defects, I want them in working 
order." 


"Yeah, gotcha." 


"Also, be sure to check our ammunition for the next simulations. Just 
in case." 


"Alrighty, then." 


OOM-117 experience with Richard's group has been very interesting, 
to say the least. For the past few months since has worked with the 
odd commanding officer, things changed for him in one way or 
another which is far from how far his processor could have predicted. 


He had doubted Richard before and now, he's ever more confident in 
his oddball of a commander. 


"Lieutenant!" A deep accent voice caught his attention, he turned to 
see a B2-Heavy with the B1-Medic whom he sat across the small table 
with a chess board on top. The Heavy gestured to the chess board, 
"Want to play chess with, Heavy and Medic?" 


"Ja, come join us, Lieutenant. You might vant zome time to relax, 
Lieutenant." The Medic of the team suggested. 


OOM-117 has since gotten used to the odd antics of his unit. Before 
they used to be regular droids, used as nothing more than tools of 
war and intentions to train the future commanders of the great 
Confederacy. But when Richard came along, those changed, however. 
These droids are no longer the same monotone or perhaps least- 
expressionless tin cans months ago, they became more alive that they 
can be considered as sentient beings, in the eyes of those who see 
droids with more value than tools. 


And in those months, OOM-117 has picked up his commander's 
quirks but not too extreme, just enough to fit in with his comrades. 


"Oh yeah." The Helmeted Command Droid nodded before stalking 
forward, "Also, it's not OOM-117. Call me... Chief." 


And there, he finally found the name he could be identified as. 
",,.Why does the Lieutenant want to be named Chief." 
"...It feels right." 
Now the reference fits. 
—x— 


Trench sat behind his desk looking through the reports and status on 
each cadet's performance, inside the confines of his office are 
windows allowing the glaring sun to illuminate the room as well as 
the rough winds allowing fresh and hot air to fill the room. And by 
his side is his Tactical Droid. 


And as of now, he is looking through Richard's profile, about his... 
unusual performance. 


"Hm..." Trench hums as he looks at his datapad, "...interesting, his 
performance has since then improved for the past few weeks but his 
attention in my lecture needs more improvement." 


He honestly doesn't know what to think about whether he should be 
proud or not. In the following months, Cadets went with the 
simulations with varying results with some cadets failing or 
succeeding, while Richard Mann can ace the training course like it 
was nothing as if he had done this before joining the Confederacy. 
And his droids are nothing to scoff at. 


Yes, indeed. His Droids are perhaps a whole other level of (if Trench 
has to excuse his word) "WHAT THE KRIFF?!" after seeing their 
performance in the simulations so many times. And there are so 
many things that the Harch Admiral witnessed that Richard's Droids 
have done: Droids able to Rocket jump (Trench wondered if it was 
the Rocket Launcher that makes it possible), Droids able to turn 
invisible, Droids able to deflect projectiles with a flamethrower, and 
droids able to HEAL/REPAIR other Droids. 


It baffles him to no end with this unusual weaponry, and he 
wondered how Richard was able to receive these weapons unless he 
made them himself. He wrote his findings down on his datapad, 
regarding that but has yet to report it to Count Dooku. 


"Just what are you, Cadet?" Trench said looking through the cadet's 
profile, "Your droids are even odd. Even making slugthrowers much 
more lethal than an average blaster... What an interesting choice to 
make." 


He questioned before reaching over to his desk and taking a sip of an 
alcoholic beverage... 


...Oh yeah, ever since Richard Mann's antics started going out of 
control, Trench ordered the strongest alcoholic beverage he could 
have in the outer rim due to the insanity and physic-breaking 
inducing droids of Cadet Mann. He's currently on his 15th Bottle. 


His Tactical Droid reminds him not to drown himself in alcohol just 
because the cadet manages to defy the law of physics— never mind, 
even his Tactical Droid ended up requesting thirty-weight oil because 
of the bullshit he witnessed with the droids. 


Anyways, back to what's important. While Trench is impressed and 
proud, despite the never-ending migraine he experienced daily from 
Cadet Mann that led him to drink more often, there was one problem 
that Trench noticed: Richard Mann's tactics are only effective because 
they're exclusive to only HIS droids, the ones he tinkered on, NOT the 
regular or standard Droids of the CIS. 


He thought this could be a problem for Richard Mann because none 
of the combat doctrines or battle plans would suit any of their regular 
droids. Is he capable of commanding troops who are not from his 
unit? Is he capable of making tactical decisions that are exclusive to 
standard CIS Doctrines? Is he able to lead troops that are not unusual 
like his own? 


But the following simulations prove him wrong once more as not 
only is Richard Mann, a capable strategist, he's able to adapt to the 
switch of his unit of standard battle droids to be bloody effective, 
that he didn't think he'd see. And he is glad to be proven wrong when 


it comes to his leadership regarding leading regular Battle Droids. 
Trench was honestly shocked that he was able to make effective use 
of the standard droids to be somewhat effective and lethal as their 
Modified Counterparts. 


He still remembers that day when he switched Richard's droids with 
regular battle droids like it was yesterday. 


—(Flashback)— 


Trench stands at the entrance of Richard's workshop, watching as 
Richard Mann inspects the droids he's ordered to lead while the 
modified battle droids watch from the sidelines varying degrees of 
slight interest or boredom. 


"So, you're going to be a part of my unit, huh?" Richard Mann raises 
an eyebrow under his helm, taking his time observing the droids he's 
been ordered to take under his command. It's the same amount as last 
time: 12 B1-Series Battle Droids, 3 B2-Series Battle Droids, and 3 
Commando Droids. Eighteen Droids in total. 


But these are regular battle droids, not his Team Fortress 2 Droids. 
Speaking of which, the Team Fortress 2 Droid, watch on with slight 
interest and doubt at the so-called "regs" as they like those who are 
not upgraded or tinkered with by Richard Mann. Or anyone who's not 
TF2-fied by him. 


"Affirmative, commander." An OOM-Command Droid nodded, 
"Admiral Trench requests that you lead regular units into the field 
instead of your modified ones." 


"Is that so?" 


"Roger, Roger." The Command Droid nodded, "He deems it necessary 
since you will be leading mostly regular droid units when the real 
war begins." 


Trench watches this and expects Richard to deny the request since 
saw how close he is to those droids and how much he values them, as 
not just combat force but as comrades. To his surprise, Richard 
smiles. The Cadet takes a glance at Trench before looking back at the 


new Command Droid under his command. 


"I like where this is going." Richard Mann begins with his arms 
crossed behind his back, "What's your designation?" 


Droid then stands straight and salutes his commanding officer. "I'm 
unit OOM-118." 


"What? You and 117, are related or something?" 
"Uh... no..." 


"Meh, doesn't matter." Richard waves dismissively before looking at 
OOM-117, "Lieutenant! Address the recruits!" 


OOM-117 gave a stiff salute, "AFFIRMATIVE!" 


Richard steps aside as OOM-117 takes the stage and stares down at 
regular droids despite the helmet blocking his view. (Trench still 
wonders how the droid can see). 


"Alright, Maggots!" OOM-117 begins, "ATTTEEEEEEEEENNNTTION!" 


The Battle Droids straighten their backs while Trench looks on with 
amusement. 


It copied Richard's mannerisms...' Trench thought as interest in 
Richard Mann's droids grew even more. How odd to see these droids 
copying the mannerism of their commanding officer. 


After getting their attention, The Command Droid begins drilling the 
regular droids before him. 


"If fighting were to result in victory then you must fight!" He says as 
he paces back and forth in front of the first row of droids, "My 
Commander said that! And I say he knows a little more of fighting 
than you do pal because we learned from it!!" He says after he poked 
one of the droid's heads before he stops. 


Richard is seen tearing up in the background muttering, "You've 
made me proud!" 


The Modified Command Droid then continued with his drill saying, 
"Then he perfected so that no living droid or man would best him in 
the ring of honor!" 


He faced them before grabbing the two thermal detonators behind his 
back while saying, "Then he used his fight money to buy two of every 
animal on Earth and then he herded them onto a boat, and then he 
beat the crap out of every single one." 


He mimes a walking motion with the grenades before clashing them 
against each other for emphasis, which causes the droids to step back 
in anticipation the detonators would blow up, but it didn't happen. 
OOM-117 says this and puts the grenades away, laughing to himself. 


"Hehehehe..." But he stops himself and quickly says, "...And from that 
day forward, anytime a bunch of animals is in one place, it's called a 
zoo!" He shouts up close and personal to one of the B1 Battle Droids 
who steps back in slight fear of this... unusual droid. 


".,.Unless it's a farm." He says after he leans back. 


Trench starred in amusements while Richard chuckled and wheezed 
alongside the Modified Battle Droids. 


The regular droids meanwhile look at each other, not sure how to 
respond to that. Was that some kind of inspirational speech or 
something? They're not sure. And one glance at Richard and his 
Droids is enough for the newcomer droids to know they're not under 
the command of a... 


Regular commanding officer so to speak. 
—(During the Simulation)— 


"/ATTAAAACCCKKK!/" Richard and his droids stood on top of the 
hill before firing down on enemy droids with extreme prejudice. 


Welp... whatever brain cells Trench had just committed sudoku. The 
same could be said with his tactical droid, except for brain cells it's 
now filled with junk files. 


In the spectator room, Trench just stared at the scene in absolute 


flabbergasted fashion which is shared with the other cadets in a 
separate room. The regular battle droids are not only able to push 
through the simulations but they're using Slugthrower weapons to 
great effect just like the modified droids, but only an albeit slower 
and more strategic, and more careful with persevering their 
ammunition. 


"/Maximum Firepower deployed!/" A B2-Super Battle Droid through 
the screen exclaims out while mowing down the enemy droids with 
his minigun, "/Slug weapon combat effectiveness: 90%./" 


"/1 didn't think slugthrowers would be this effective!/" OOM-118 with 
a slugthrower sniper rifle commented, who is adjacent from his 
position after taking down an enemy B2-Super Battle Droid with a 
precise shot to the red photoreceptors. 


"/Hahaha! Never underestimate a proper real gun, you maggots! /" 
Richard Mann said to his new droids before blowing up a group of 
enemy Battle Droids with a single missile. 


"/1'm taking minimal damage./" Another B2-Super Battle Droid not 
far from his position reported through the comms as a few blaster 
bolts pelt his chassis while he continued firing his minigun on them, 
"/I require assistance./" 


"/Call a medic, he could help!/" The Commander in the simulation 
suggested before taking out the enemy droids that were attacking the 
B2-Unit with another missile and then crouching behind cover. 


"7A what?/" 


The banter between the commander and droid is so surreal for 
Admiral Trench. He's fully aware that Richard Mann shows some odd 
companionship with his droids but he boiled it down to him 
upgrading them which gave them interesting personalities for him to 
banter with. 


But with regular droids? He's talking to them as he's having a chat 
with a friend. He's not ignorant of droid sentience no doubt about it, 
but it's still surreal to see Richard talking so casually to an 
unmodified droid. 


Trench puts those thoughts aside as he continues to watch the 
simulation. 


Richard in the screen of the simulation sighs before saying, "/Never 
mind, let me do it. MEDIC!/" 


The B1-Battle Droid with the same beam gun and unknown pack, like 
Richard's other Droid, is not too far from his position and hears him. 
He walks up to him while crouched behind the hill to avoid getting 
hit, "/Me?/" 


"/Yes, you./" Richard said to the droid, "/Be a comrade and heal him, 
alright? /" 


"/Um... how do I do that? Should I take him to maintenance or...?/" 


"/Nope! Just use the Medi-gun on your hand and your friend will be 
healed!/" 


"/Wait! That's what this thing is for?!/" The B1 Battle Droids look at 
the medi-gun in wonder. 


"/Yep! Now hurry it up before he takes more damage. But don't leave 
yourself in the open just stay behind him./" 


"7Um... Roger, Roger./" 


Trench watches from the screen as the B1 Battle Droid then runs up 
behind the bulking frame of the B2-Super Battle Droid before he aims 
the so-called medi-gun at him and pulls the trigger, thus releasing a 
blue beam that Trench has seen before from previous simulations. 
And just like from those previous simulations, it began healing the 
B2-Super Battle Droid's injuries. 


"/Damages were taken: 0/" the B2-Super Battle Droid reported, "/I'm 
being repaired? What is happening? Why are my damages being 
repaired?/" 


"/It's because of the medi-gun. Huh, I guess that's why the 
Commander made me the medic. I must've been good with healing./" 
The B1-Battle Droid said before looking at the battlefield. Trench 
watches from the screen as the B1-Battle Droid scans the battlefield 


while remaining behind the hulking form of the B2-Super Battle 
Droid. He then ordered the droid he was healing, "/But enough 
chatter, follow my orders, and blast those droids to the right flank! 
Provide suppressing while our support units take out key targets!/" 


"/Negative. Iam your superior. Not you./" The B2-Super Battle Droid 
bluntly said to the healer. 


"/Oh?/" The B1-Battle Droid challenged, which surprised Trench, "/If 
that's the case, then who's the ONE healing your injures and ensuring 
you don't get an easy ticket to scrapyard heaven, huh?/" 


VJ 


"/Yeah, I thought so. Now hurry up and follow my orders! As the 
Medic, I have other droids to repair than focus on you./" 


"/...Roger, Roger./ 


"/Hey, I'm supposed to give the orders!/" OOM-118 through the 
comms complained as he took cover behind a boulder after sniping 
another droid. 


"/Well, you were doing nothing but sniping at the enemy./" B1-Battle 
Droid snarked while keeping the odd-beam weapon on the B2-Super 
Battle Droid before running off to heal the other droid units, "/ 
Someone needs to take charge./" 


"/But-/" 


"/Medic, I'm handing you the secondary command of this unit! /" 
Richard quickly linked into the comms, cutting OOM-118's 
complaint. 


"/WHAT?!/" 


"/Yay!/" the Battle Droid Medic cheered before he quickly relayed his 
orders, "/Now, follow my orders sergeant! Take out that Assault 
Droid before it discharges a rocket at us!/" 


Trench could have sworn he can hear the bitter reluctance of the B2- 
Super Battle Droid's vocabulary module and the OOM-Command 


Droid after him. Looks like being ordered around by a so-called 
inferior B1 Unit or anyone in lower rank is quite degrading for them. 


Speaking of other B1 units... 


"/I never thought setting droids in flames would be this satisfying! I 
wonder if this is what the other droids in the Commander's unit feel! 
I think I can understand the satisfaction! Burn! Burn, you scrap 
heaps!/" A B1-Battle Droid joyfully after getting close and setting 
aflame a few simulation droids, who are all currently screaming out 
of terror and pain. 


"/...That's a disturbing thought./" The BX-Droid beside him holding a 
grenade launcher said with visible unease, as he stared at the burning 
droids who were trying to put the fire out. 


Even the bloodthirsty and cold-calculating BX-Commando Droids are 
beyond disturbed seeing the brutality and horrific fate that was laid 
on the enemy droids... And is that a BX-Unit being burnt there as 
well? Screaming out for mercy and death? Sweet force. 


"/You're just jealous you're not using the flamethrower./" The B1- 
Flamer Droid then lit up another unsuspecting droid on fire. 


"/And I'm glad that I'm NOT at the end of that... massacre./" The BX 
Droid said before lobbing a few grenades over the enemy's position. 


Yeah, this is an odd sight indeed. 
—(Flashback End)— 


Shockingly for Trench, the cadet was able to perform well with just 
regular battle droids under his command. Though it didn't reach the 
same effectiveness and performance as his modified Battle Droids, 
results did show Richard Mann is a capable commander that can lead 
regular troops into battle. Though noticeably he took a more strategic 
approach than the direct line of fire attacks that he's become 
infamous for in the Academy. 


Following that week, Richard's new droids have been given the same 
modifications as the other TF-Droids, and are dubbed as BLU Team so 
there's that, though noticeably they don't have the odd personalities 


that RED Team has, so either Richard forgot about it or maybe, quite 
possibly, Richard wanted the droids to their personalities to develop 
naturally... Trench ended up doubling his alcohol consumption. 


Still, as an admiral and mentor of all these cadets, he will ensure that 
they will learn everything regarding their duties and responsibilities 
as further leaders of the Confederacy. 


Now it's time for him to shake things up a bit. 
—(Next Week)— 


In the following week, Trench set up a simulation with two teams of 
cadets fighting against each other. Their objective is to either 
annihilate the other team or stun the opposing commander or capture 
the enemy checkpoint. 


Sounds easy enough for the cadets but they are nervous as this is the 
first time they will be testing each other's skill sets. As for Richard? 
He's ecstatic and so are his droids. Trench saw the excitement on 
Cadet Mann's face while his droid units expressed their enjoyment, 
which unnerved not just him but the other cadets as well due to how 
lively they look and feel. 


His Tactical Droid is in charge of managing which Cadet they'll be 
going against who. Surely enough the cadets each have their 
opponents to face, and the unfortunate individual to face Richard is... 
Arya. 


Wait what? Isn't this just a coincidence that the girl that was 
introduced in the last chapter is being put up against Richard? What 
is this shipping issue? Anyways, once it was decided and the Tactical 
Droid announced it. 


"Cadet Mann and Cadet Arya are next for the simulation." He 
announced before he looks over the screen that shows their names, 


[Cadet Warhan - Cadet Mann] 


When they were picked, Trench watched as Richard stood up from 
his seat and looks at his opponent, who looked at him with a 
competitive look. Richard does the same and offers a hand, "I'll see 


you on the battlefield!" 


"That goes for you as well, Cadet Mann," Arya said with a smirk and 
shook his hand. 


Trench has a feeling that Richard has something planned and he's 
certain that Arya is probably not prepared for it, despite her skills as 
a strategist. From the past months, Arya is quite the leader so to 
speak. Everything she did from the simulations is what he expects to 
see in a leader, one that is prepared and ready to take command. And 
one who prioritizes which tactic to use. But against Richard Mann 
and his crazy band of droids? I don't think even Arya with all her 
talent can compete against the craziness and nonsense that would 
follow. 


'Welp... no point in stalling the inevitable.' Trench shrugged before 
walking towards the control panels to begin preparations while 
thinking, '...Now where's my beer?’ 


He needs a lot of it for the upcoming migraine he will experience in 
this simulation from Richard's nonsensical antics with his droids. 


Sooner or later, Trench might as well order a huge crate of alcohol 
for his sanity. 


—_xX— 
"Set up a heavy repeater blaster here." 
"Roger, Roger." 
"You, position yourself and your squad at the east." 
"Yes, Ma'am." 


Arya is by all accounts the top of her class, she's the most attentive in 
the lectures and well-versed in the Art of War. She has come from an 
arid world that has been neglected by the republic as far as she can 
remember, and their negligence is what drove her to fight for the 
Confederacy. But now she faces Richard Mann, the academy's odd 
cadet, in a simulated battle that will test their strategic and creative 
thinking. 


After they went to their respective bases, the two teams immediately 
went to work planning their attacks and defenses. 


Arya has deduced that Richard Mann puts more focus on his offense 
than he does on his defense. She decided to be mostly defensive, she 
sent a small force of droids to attack Richard's base, thinking and 
believing that it would be mostly undefended. If that's not the case, 
she sent three commando droids to help with the surprise attack. 


Any droids she has left are set up in defensive positions that would be 
a hassle for Richard Mann and his droids. 


Her base is located on top of a plateau, which she used to her 
advantage. The only entrance and exit are at the north, the steep rock 
position on the side of the plateau that acts as a small ramp of stairs 
for anyone to walk upon. She has some B1 Units in the elevated 
positions on top of the canyon supported by BX Units to attack 
Richard's Droids from the height advantage, below the B1 and BX 
units are the B2 Units. Since they're the heavy units, she made them 
the first frontline units while B1s and BXs remain in the back lines as 
support. 


From the height the plateau has given her, she has an advantageous 
overview of where the attack would come from. And since Richard's 
base is south across the canyon, it's most likely he will pass through 
the canyons and into the open fields where the plateau is located. 


Arya was confident of her defensive position, while she did see how 
Richard's Droid fought in the simulations in the past few weeks she 
was certain that she would counter whatever will be thrown at her. 
She studied his tactics and strategies, suspecting that Richard would 
take a direct approach. She noticed that Cadet Mann prefers quick 
action and a never-ending amount of firepower, a direct approach. 


Fortunately, her base is on top of the plateau. This means she has an 
elevated advantage against him and his odd droids, so she has a 
fighting chance against— 


—15 Minutes Later— 


*BOOM! *BOOM!* *BOOM!* 


Arya was stunned and startled. Richard's droids just caught her off- 
guard! Even though she expected the attack very soon, the execution 
of the attack was very unexpected! The droids outflanked, 
outmaneuvered, and out-firepowered her! Okay, the last part is made 
up but still, she didn't expect such an attack strategy from Richard. 


Here's what happened: 


Arya saw Richard's Charge at them in the open and she had her 
repeater blasters open fire on him. But surprisingly, Richard Mann 
was able to dodge the incoming bolts of plasma, and his droids either 
tanked them or dodged them. 


Snipers from Richard's team have taken out key targets like the 
operators of the repeater blasters and a single B2-Super Battle Droids. 


What happened next was that two of the B1-Battle Droids with 
unprecedented speed had run ahead of their group and dodged the 
incoming blaster bolts and agility and movements that left her 
aghast. By the time the B1-Battle Droids reached one of the repeater 
blaster nests, they immediately took out the operator and even the 
two Super Battle Droids with their Slugthrower Shotguns! That didn't 
stop their momentum as they soon ran up the steep steps which 
immediately made Arya have her droids prioritize their target on the 
fast-moving B1s, thus weakening the other defenses on their 
respective positions. 


But the worst for her has just begun. 


Richard Mann used the same attacks from the other simulations but 
this one felt different. 


From the front of the assault, his B1-Battle Droids were able to rocket 
jump onto the plateau while firing indiscriminately at her droids, 
how that works is still up to debate even though she has expected 
this technique. Even so, she has other things to worry about. From 
below, his B2-Super Battle Droids ran up steep slopes entrance of the 
plateau, and they were able to get in range and began tearing and 
mowing her B2-Super Battle Droids on the low levels of the plateau 
with extreme prejudice as slug projectiles tore through them like 
cheaply made metal. 


"We're being flanked!" A Battle Droid exclaimed. 


True to the Droid's words, they are indeed being flanked on the west 
and east side. B1-Battle Droids with gas masks have some kind of jet 
pack equipped (she wonders where Richard got those) and they flew 
up to her defense's blind spot in the plateau with flamethrowers on 
hand before lighting her droids aflame. 


Much to her dismay and terror, she watches as her droids scream out 
in genuine fear as they burn alive. 


"FIRE! I'M BURNING!" 
"BY THE MAKER! IS THIS WHAT THE SIMULATION DROIDS FELT?!" 


"I am on fire... AAAAAAHHHHH!!" Her BX-Commando Droid said 
before running around screaming attempting to get rid of the fire. 


*Boom* *Boom* *Boom* 


Distance sounds of explosions are heard but are not close to her 
position. By the time she looked up, she was left agape. 


"There can be only one!!!" 
"Kablooie!!!" 


She stared flabbergasted as a trio of Commando Droids descended 
from the air and began lobbing grenade after grenade on her droids' 
position, while still in the air, blowing them up to smithereens. 


"Hahaha! Not one of you are goin' to survive this!" 


To make things worse for her, his oddball of droids is tearing through 
her droids like it was nothing despite the height advantage. Many 
concussion rockets and grenades were launched at their position, 
rubber bullets pelting her droids to complete scrap. 


The fast B1 Battle Droids run circles around her and her droids' 
defenses, firing their shotgun slugthrowers weapons at her droids, 
tearing them easily apart. They're so fast that even the agile or fast 
commando droids struggle to even lay a hit on one, even if they're 


able to, it didn't take down a single B1 Battle Droid. 


Said fast B1-Battle Droids were openly jeering and mocking the 
Commando Droids, as they continued to run circles around them. 
And to her surprise, her commando droids are visibly showing... 
frustration? Wait what...? 


"HOLD. STILL!" The Commando Droid growled and fired a blaster at 
him but kept on missing which infuriates him. 


"Nah! You just suck!" The B1 Battle Droid runs to his side and then 
fires a spray of slugs at him. 


"ARGH!" The Commando Droid cried out in pain as the impact of the 
slugs tore him apart. 


The B1-Battle Droid slaps his thigh as if riding a horse and jeers at 
the now deactivated Commando Droid, "Dat's what I'm talkin' about!" 
Before he runs off to look for his next target. 


Her attention was brought to a B2 Super Battle Droid, who came into 
view and aimed his wrist-mounted rocket at one of the enemy: the B1 
Battle Droid wielding a flamethrower. She immediately recognized 
the threat that was about to occur. 


"Firing, Wrist Rocket." 
"No! Wait-" She tries to warn her droid. 


It was too late as the rocket was launched at the Droid with a 
flamethrower, and you know what happened next... 


*FWOOM* 


"AAAAAH-" B2 Super Battle Droid was blown to shreds when it was 
air blasted back at him. 


",..idiot!" She said in frustration before she turned to see the enemy 
B1 Battle Droid raising his flamethrower above his head, laughing 
maniacally along the way. Another droid passed him, the same BX- 
Commando Droid that seemed to be intoxicated as blaster bolts whizz 
past him while he fired his grenade launcher at her droids. 


"I'm drunk!" The Commando Droid drunkenly announced as more 
grenades lobbed at her droids, thus blowing them into pieces. 


She aimed and tried her training blaster at the droid, and a few bolts 

hit true but didn't bring down the Droid. The BX Droid grunts in pain 
before turning attention to her, and she could have sworn the droid is 
glaring at her which made her freeze on the spot. 


"If you're lookin' for trouble, lass! You found it!" The BX Droid 
declared before lobbing a grenade over to her position in a long arc. 
Arya yelped in fright as the grenade landed on her position before 
she then ran out of cover they then exploded, and the resulting 
shockwave knocked her to the ground. 


She steadily raises her head as ringing is heard in her ears. She 
watches as her droids are being pushed back while desperately trying 
to lay a hit on them or trying to take one of them out but the 
ruthlessness of Richard's droids has made it impossible for it to 
happen. 


She was just dumbfounded, there's a clear difference between 
watching Richard Mann's droids from a screen to experiencing it first 
hand. His droids are aggressive and give her no chance to retaliate. 
And she noticed that Richard is even joining the battlefield upfront 
with his personal rocket launcher, shotgun, and shovel; destroying so 
many of her droids she was unable to count how many. 


Just what kind of droids did Richard even field?! 
—_xX— 


"Hehehehe! The Confederate wins again!" Richard said as he looks at 
the carnage before him his eyes fell on the dazed and dumbfounded 
Arya Warhan. 


She's quite smart, he'll give her that. Using the environment 
advantage against him, and having droids in high and elevated 
positions where they're advantageous can give any cadet who's 
inexperienced a hard time to counteract, and would even make the 
most experienced of the cadets struggle before figuring out a different 
angle. That's very smart of her. 


But she made two critical mistakes: 


1). Arya assumed that he would face her in a very traditional sense. 
She is quite the tactician and she must've expected that he would 
attack her in a direct approach with overwhelming firepower like in 
the simulations. Though that's quite true for the most part, this is 
different. Richard fights and leads in battle similar to how Team 
Fortress 2 fights, not through traditional ways of warfare but through 
unorthodox means. So he made use of his droids' unusual and 
uncanny abilities to outsmart hers. 


2). Arya thought that Richard would do a direct assault on her base 
just because he used the same tactics from past simulations. That 
would have been the case for the most part, if it weren't for a change 
of teams. For this simulation, he deployed the newly formed BLU 
Team for this simulation rather than RED Team. 


There's a stark contrast between the two teams that makes both 
combat doctrines different from each other. 


RED Team: prioritizes brute force, speed, and overwhelming 
firepower, hence why he was able to ace the first simulation and 
many others with unprecedented speed and firepower. 


BLU Team: they are more tactical and use strategies to win battles, to 
plan carefully before taking action, which is why Richard took his 
time in the previous simulations when he was leading regular battle 
droids. 


And now these regular battle droids are upgraded with the same 
Team Fortress 2 aspects, and on par with their RED Counterparts but 
less brutish and more tactical. 


To keep things simple for the readers here: RED Team — Brutal but 
Cunning; BLU Team — Cunning but Brutal. 


Yes, that's a Warhammer 40k reference, no need to point that out but 
hey you're the reader/commented, you can do as you please. 


That's why some of the tactics used seem unorthodox and more 
strategic than the usual Team Fortress 2 Strategy. Furthermore, he 


has come prepared for occasions like these. While he doesn't doubt 
RED Team's abilities he wants to give the BLU Team Droids some 
experience with their newfound abilities as TF2 Droids, simulation 
droids are one thing but against human opponents? He needs to give 
them the experience, alright. 


'This attack is tame compared to what the RED Team does.' Richard 
thought, mentally comparing BLU Team's carnage with RED Team's. 


As Richard thought of this, he can't help but feel like he's forgetting 
something important. Something tang should make him think. 


'Did I forget something back on the base?’ 
—_xX— 


And yes, Richard. You did forget something. A squad of Two BX- 
Commando Droids, a few B1s and one B2, approaches the seemingly 
undefended base. The BX-Commando Droid scans the outer walls for 
any defense but there's none. He reaches into the side of his head 
where the comms is at. 


"Commander, we've reached the base. It's undefended as you 
predicted." 


"/Capture it! Quickly! If it's undefended capture then we win this 
simulation!/" 


"Roger, Roger." He cuts comms before looking over his squad, "Move 
forward!" 


The droids nodded and with no hesitation they ran into the base, 
once they did it looked barren with only the hums and beeping of the 
monitor and the command post in the middle of the base. Along with 
large crates stacked on top of each other on each side of the area. 
There are no defenses on sight. As the droids carefully traverse 
toward the entrance, they're quite surprised by the lack of any form 
of defense. 


"Huh, well this is easy." 


"Just as our commander predicted." The Commando Droid said, 


arrogance in his voice box, "The Organic Commander was a fool to 
leave his place undefended. Capture the Command Post at once." 


"Roger, Roger." 


Oh dear, it looks like Richard will have his first loss in the simulation 
because of the lack of any defenses. Don't fear my baby biscuit, 
because he has the solution for this. 


As the droids were passing one of the large crates, they heard a single 
distinct beeping noise. By the time they turned their heads to the 
source, they met with... 


*Beep* *Beep* *Beep* 
"Howdy!" A western voice said. 
"Oh, shi-AAAAAAHHH!!" 


The offending droids were met with a spray of bullets, tearing 
through the droids into pieces followed by the discharging of rockets, 
and reverberating of the sentry's twin Gatling guns. 


The droids were obliterated by the concealed defenses set up by the 
B1-Engineers in the base. Even the agile Commando Droids were 
unable to predict the incoming hail of gunfire and explosive 
ordnance. 


Do you think Richard would have left the base undefended? Ha! He 
didn't bring any of his engineers onto the attack. So he was prepared 
for a possible counterattack from them. Even though there are only 
three B1-Engineers, they're enough to handle a couple of droids by 
themselves. 


With that said, Richard's base was successfully defended, leaving 
Arya's droids nothing but scraps. 


The B1-Engineers were amused by the outcome and laughed, before 
taunting. 


"Now that's how it's done!" 


"Shucks! I was just gettin' started." 
"Hehehe, I've built that!" 


The B1-Engineers enjoyed the sight of the defeated droids before one 
of the B1-Engineer Droids then sat down behind one of the nearby 
small crates, while he pulls out a banjo before he plays it as the other 
B1-Engineer Droid did the Kazotsky Kick with the third one following 
suit. 


"YEEEEEEEHAW!!" 
= 
Richard shrugs from his musing, "Meh, probably not important." 


He says as he then watches his droids then surround Arya, after 
getting rid of her droids. They have yet to capture the command post 
which reminds him so much of his Team Fortress 2 days, but that's 
beside the point. 


Arya, steadily stood up as the droids surrounded her, weapons aimed 
directly at her with the B1-Medic stepping forward with a needle 
gun, "Ze healing is not zhe hurting." 


Oh, yeah he forgot to mention that OOM-118 is no longer the so- 
called Command Droid. After he formed the BLU Team, he saw that 
the BLU B1-Medic seems to be more strategic than OOM-118. 


So when he formed BLU Team he made the BLU B1-Medic, who 
named himself Quick-fix after the Medi-gun he used during the first 
simulation, the leader of BLU Team, much to the dismay of the B2- 
Super Battle Droid now B2-Heavy, and the formerly Command Droid 
now OOM-Sniper Droid. 


This applies to the RED Team as well. OOM-117 or Chief, is the 
second-commanding officer of the RED Team. 


Anyways, back to the story! 


Arya looks around and finds herself surrounded by all sides. She was 
outsmarted and outgunned alright, and she has yet to hear any 


reports from her droids on the attack which means they failed their 
job as well. So she sucks up her pride and raises her hands. 


"I... yield." She says looking at the droids with some respect and 
bitterness. 


Quick-fix looks pleased before raising his blaster upward, "Now zhat's 
vhat I like to hear. OOM-118, cuff her." 


"Yeah, alright!" The Former Command Droid said before tipping his 
hate then reaching behind his back and pulling out a pair of cuffs. 


Richard walks up to her with two droids by his side, once up close 
Arya raises her head to meet him. The odd cadet smiled and said, 
"That was a hell of a fight! You've fought well." 


Arya looks at him with a bemused smile, since a). He steamrolled 
her, b). This is more of a curb stomp than an actual battle. Still, 
Richard is showing signs of Good Sportsmanship, so perhaps in his 
eyes, she did fight well. Despite the so-called battle being very one- 
sided. 


"Yeah, you too." She smiles as Richard laughs before he looks over his 
droids with a smile. 


Then... 
"We must dance!" 


"Wait... what?!" Cadet Warhon exclaims but she is then removed from 
bindings as music is heard. 


—(Play this "I MUST DANCE 4" by SilentManJoe)— 
[There should be a GIF or video here. Update the app now to see it.] 


Just like before, the battlefield from Richard's debut to the 
simulation, became that of a dance floor and music played in the 
background. Arya stared dumbfounded as she had a front-row seat to 
the dance that was about to begin. 


There she stared as Cadet Mann's Droids surrounded them, then... a 


B1-Sniper Droid with a Saxophone came around and started playing! 
(Instrumental) 


As the song begin the B1-Scout Droid sounded oddly feminine and 
sang through the mic that came out of fucking nowhere with Richard 
bobbing his head to beat off the music. 


I wanna be your endgame 

I wanna be your first string 

I wanna be your A-Team 

I wanna be your endgame, endgame 


Then... the dance began with BX-Spy leading the dance as B1-Scout 
and the B1-Sniper Droid followed his example, as the lyrics played 
out much to the surprise Arya. 


Lately, I've been, I've been losing sleep 

Dreaming about the things that we could be 

But baby, I've been, I've been praying hard 

Said, "No more counting dollars, we'll be counting stars" 


The droids dance consists of several up-and-down arm waves, two 
jumps, and three wide arm stretches, followed by a few hops before 
they did their unique chance that looks like they're posing in front of 
the camera: The B1-Scout Droid did an aerobic routine with a butt 
slaps and pointing forward; the B1-Sniper Droid spread his legs and 
wiggles his butt before tapping his feet on the place before getting 
into a pose that made him stand on one leg with the other raise and 
his arms forming a gesture of story. The BX-Spy did his dance 
followed by a Crab-Pose. 


Eventually, the feminine voice of the B1-Scout Droid stopped dancing 
and continued singing in some unknown language with Richard 
dancing, and the other Droids began dancing. 


Despite the silliness of the scene before her, she can't help but join in 
the dance. 


'This... isn't so bad!’ She thought as she danced with the odd cadet 
and his droids. Perhaps this is the beginning of a wonderful 


friendship between the two. 
—_xX— 


Ever since that simulation came to a predicted conclusion with 
Richard's victory, many cadets attempted to replicate how Richard 
Mann made his droids to be effective. But even then, it didn't work 
out well for as Richard Mann's droids are just too unpredictable and 
the cadets don't have the right tools for the job nor do they have the 
knowledge and know-how on modifying droids without taking weeks 
to get it right. Unfortunately for them, they're unable to achieve it. 


So how does Arya Warhan feel about losing to the odd cadet? If she 
were someone else, she would feel a huge amount of resentment and 
anger for losing against a supposed idiot like most stories on this site. 


But surprisingly, she's honestly respectful of Richard Mann. Despite 
losing against him, she ended up bonding and getting to know the 
crazy cadet, exchanging strategies and tactics, and even offering each 
other's advice. And this unexpectedly spouted a friendship or friendly 
rivalry between the two cadets. 


While Arya is top of her class for her strategic thinking, Richard 
Mann is one of strategic unpredictability and copious amounts of 
firepower. 


Richard Mann has garnered a reputation as the most unpredictable 
and unusual cadet in the entire academy. Many people see him as an 
oddity in the academy because of his eccentric personality and his 
behavior. 


During simulations with other cadets, Richard Mann is shown to be 
extremely unpredictable in cooperation. Many cadets are unable to 
cooperate with Richard properly because his strategies are too 
unpredictable for even the most esteemed or skilled cadets in the 
academy. It's hard for the cadets to even copperplate with him, and 
even if he's willing to cooperate with anyone he's partnered with, his 
kind of warfare is too much for even said partners to handle. Only a 
few cadets, such as Arya, can at least understand to some degree how 
Richard Mann strategizes and can cooperate in some way. 


More importantly, it was this fact that many didn't look at Richard 
with respect due to his craze attitude. He's too weird in their eyes and 
his patriotism to the CIS, while admirable, is extremely annoying. 
Not that Richard even minds as he feels more comfortable in the 
company of Battle Droids or Geonosians than he does with other 
people. 


After all, why need human or alien friends when robots and bugs can 
be your friends? 


.. you know, thinking about it feels like a sad way of living... 


Regardless, the feeling of ostracism won't stop him from doing what 
he does best as a proud cadet of the CIS, that is to ensure the safety 
of the Confederacy with his Team Fortress Droids. 


Speaking of which, he's not the only one who garnered an interesting 
reputation... 


"I am B2-Heavy 972..." The B2-Heavy Droid showcases his Minigun to 
a small gathered group of Security OOM-Series Battle Droids. He 
grabs Minigun as he says, "...this is my weapon." 


"Ooooh..." The Security Droids are in awe. 
"It's impressive!" 


B2-Heavy 972 then lays both hands covetously on Minigun, "...She 
weighs one hundred fifty kilograms and fires two hundred dollars, 
custom-tooled cartridges at ten thousand rounds per minute." He 
looks intently at droids, "...It costs four hundred thousand dollars to 
fire this weapon...for twelve seconds." 


"Amazing!" The Security Droid said in awe, "I bet you can mow down 
thousands of Jedi with that!" 


"Won't they deflect it back?" One of the Security Droids beside him 
questioned. 


"This thing is a Slugthrower! What makes you think the Jedi can 
block slugs?" 


"What's a dollar?" 


Richard's Droids have too got themselves a reputation to be as 
unpredictable as their commanding officer. Richard is considered to 
be a friend to all droids so to speak. Unlike most of the Cadets, 
Richard allows his droids for some free time or break, he allows them 
to have fun in the workshop and rare occasions would roam the 
academy and talk to the regular droids in the academy. 


Some would attempt to interact with the other cadets but were 
shunned away which is expected since the majority of the Star Wars 
Galaxy has a prejudice against droids. Only a few, like Arya, 
interacted with some of them which is quite odd for them after losing 
against them before. 


It could be said that droids who are placed under the command of 
cadets who didn't care for their well-being are quite envious of 
Mann's Droids for having a commanding officer who not only cares 
for them but allows them a degree of freedom with little restrictions. 


After all, how lucky could the droids be if they have a commanding 
officer that cares for them and gives them upgrades suited to their 
preferred fighting style? Sure Richard seems crazy and extremely 
unpredictable, he's at least someone who looks after his droids. 


The same could not be said for some droids who have a distaste 
towards inferior units, some BX Units attempted to intimidate or 
perhaps even put those B1 Battle Droids in their place, reminding 
them who's the superior unit... 


...this backfired effectively as this B1 Battle Droid is not your average 
cannon fodder anymore. 


"Oh? You got something to say to my face, huh tough guy?!" B1-Scout 
Droid glared at the two BX-Droids. 


"Your models are inferior to more specialized units like us." The BX- 
Commando Droid declared, "You are useless compared to us." 


"Useless, huh? Oh, why don't we test that out?!" 


"Your chances of beating me in melee is zero percent-" The other BX 


Droid wasn't able to finish when he was kicked so hard on the 
faceplate that he was sent flying across the hallway, which stunned 
the other BX Unit. 


'W-what?!' The BX-Commando Droid starred in absolute shock as the 
supposed inferior B1s were able to send a commando droid flying. He 
wasn't able to react in time when the B1-Scout then sweeps his leg 
across the BX's droids causing the droid to fall on his back. 


The B1-Scout Droid swiftly stood up smugly as he watched the BX- 
Commando Droid recover from the sudden attack. 


"Hahaha! You got owned!" The B1-Scout Droid taunted the two 
Commando Droids. 


Once they got their bearings, they fired their blasters at him but the 

droid ended up dodging the projectiles as the scout then taunts them 
as the blast failed to hit their target much to the frustration of being 

taunted by a supposed inferior unit. 


"Ha!" 

Evade. 

"Missed me!" 

Sidestepped. 

"Sor-ry!" 

Duck, plasma shot missed. 

"Dat didn't hurt!" 

His head tilts as a blaster whizz pass him. 
"So close!" 


The more taunts they heard, the more shots they missed as the B1- 
Scout continues to berate their shooting skills. 


"HOLD STILL AND LET US KILL YOU!" The BX Commando Droid 


shouted angrily. 


"Oh yeah, you're really scary!" He dodged another blaster bolt before 
mockingly saying, "Pop quiz: How long's it take to beat a moron to 
death?" 


"Is that supposed to be a trick question, inferior-" The BX's head was 
removed from his shoulders by the B1-Scout Droid, who ran forward 
with unpredictable speeds that even the other BX-Commando Droid 

wasn't able to calculate in time. 


The B1-Scout Droid imitated a buzzing noise, "Times up! You're 
dead!" 


He turns to look at the other BX-Droid who stared at him frozen in 
shock at what happened and for the first time expressed... fear? 


The BX-Commando Droid then took a step back, "S-step back!" 


"Oh, what's this? You're scared?" The B1-Scout looked amused as he 
placed his bat on his shoulder, "Well who's the tough guy now, huh, 
tough guy?" 


"I-I s-said, stay back!" The BX-Commando Droid shouted, attempting 
to intimidate but his quivering grip on the blaster says otherwise. 


"Hm... Nah!" The B1-Scout Droid readies his bat to give the arrogant 
Droid the beating of his life. Oh look, pot meets kettle. 


"W-wait!" 


Too late, the BX-Commando Droid wasn't able to plea for his life as 
he was then beaten to death by the B1-Scout Droid. He didn't make 
his death quick, he took his time as the BX-Commando Droid felt 
every single inch of pain and suffering from a weak B1-unit. But after 
growing bored, he decides to end it by blowing his head off with a 
shotgun blast. 


The B1-Scout stood up proudly with his handiwork before laughing 
out loud, followed by spreading his arms before jerking his left hand 
downwards, 


"Hey, is someone keeping track o' my heads batted in? Boink!" 


The B1-Scout droid walks away, leaving behind the scrap heap that 
used to be the infamous Commando Droids, now they're nothing 
more but useless scraps. 


Unbeknownst to the B1-Scout Droids, at the other end of the hallway 
two other BX Droids and a B2-Super Battle Droid saw what happened 
and were honestly unnerved and even scared. The three looks at each 
other before they wisely and steadily take a few steps back before 
running away, indicating their fear and nervousness after witnessing 
a supposed 'inferior' droid model beat their series with such speed 
and agility. To any Commando Droid or Super Battle Droid who saw 
this, they made a mental note to themselves to never cross paths with 
Richard's Droid units regardless of the Droid model. 


But that's not all, the Geonosians have an interesting interaction with 
him and his droids. And it involves one of TF2 Player's favorite 
pastimes. 


—xX— 


A group of cadets were passing by Richard's workshop but then heard 
some kind of...up-tempo synthesized beat. And to no one's surprise, 
it's coming from the workshop of the weird cadet of the Academy. 


Curious about what is going on in the Odd Commander's workshop, 
they went to see what was going on, and inside they see... 


"Dancing! Dance!" 


The Mann Battle Droids danced alongside their commander and 
Cadet Arya, who became frequent guest. Hell, even some of the 
geonosians seem to have joined for some reason, along with regular 
security droids and Arya's Droids, who has since then been replaced. 
The droids and geonosians did several up-and-down arm waves, two 
jumps, three wide arm stretches, then a few hops. They all followed 
the Commander's moves, who was in front of them. 


This is so odd to see they can't help but stand and watch this 
tomfoolery happening before them. A few security droids were 


passing by and they too were curious and saw the droids dancing 
alongside the unusual commander. 


"There's not more Confederate than exercise!!" The Commander of his 
group in front of him returned with a series of affirmations. 


"I never thought this would be fun, Rick!" 


The Commander stops then punches himself then turns and sends 
flurries of punches before posing. The B1 Soldiers did as the 
commander did; they went with their aerobics routine while giving 
their responses. 


"Hahaha! Dancing!" 
"Roger, dance, Roger!" 


The geonosians that joined go through their aerobics routine and 
then get into a specific pose with their legs pressed together, 
crouching slightly, and raising their hands like pincers. 


"{T've never felt so alive! }" 
"{,..and the... Geonosia-Crab!}" 
"{We should do this more often with the hive! }" 


The Cadets just watched as this is going on and they were not sure 
how to feel with all of this. 


—(Months later)— 


As of now, Richard Mann is in his workshop talking with Arya, the 
two showing how much fun they're having. While his droids either 
went to do their own thing and stuff. 


",,.And then, after me and my classmates were done with our 
swimming lessons one of them was oblivious of his actions we saw 
his butt crack from behind! Right in front of us! In the school's pool 
all for all to see!" 


"Is that so?" Arya says with curiosity as she leaned forward with her 


elbows supporting her on the table. 


"Yes! And one of my classmates shouted in a very cracked voice, 'I'm 
scarred for life!" 


Arya snorted and then giggled from his story. What kind of man 
would be extremely oblivious to even put on proper attire? 


"Yeah! It's honestly hilarious!" 
"Why didn't your instructor discipline him?" 


"He was looking the other way," Richard explained to which Arya 
snorts and laughed at the explanation. 


It's always interesting to learn from each other's life. While Richard 
learned that Arya was from a planet in the outer rim, that was 
neglected by the Galactic Republic. Arya learned from Richard that 
before he joined the CIS Academy, he lived mundane life and took 
the opportunity to join the confederacy and she wondered what 
planet he lived on. It's not Raxus since he seems oblivious to the 
world, and assumed he must've been from either the Mid-Rim Planets 
since he seems well off from being born in one of the neglected 
planets of the Outer-rim. 


What she didn't know is that Richard's story was based on his 
previous life. And possibly even based on the author currently 
writing this segment. (Yes, someone in my previous school did 
something like that. Very oblivious and lacking awareness). 


It could be said that seeing the top student of the academy hanging 
out with an oddball cadet is as odd as the mentioned cadet, but 
calling it odd is an understatement. Arya Warhan became friends 
with Richard a month ago and the two became the best of friends, 
and she is the only friend that Richard has made from the pool of 
cadets in the academy. 


Despite the obvious differences between the two cadets, they can get 
along well with Arya's pragmatic personality and Richard's eccentric 
attitude. 


But this little fun interaction came to an end with Arya looking a bit 


grim after she gazed at the rising sun of Geonosis. 


"Rick..." Arya begins as she looks at him with his helmet-covered 
eyes. 


"Yeah?" Richard as he is about to take a swig of his drink. 


"When war does happen... Do you think the republic will accept us?" 
Arya questioned him, "Most of their forces are judicial, and I doubt 
even the Jedi can stop us. We just have to scare them into submitting 
to us. Perhaps the Jedi should understand our reasons, right?" 


The odd cadet stops drinking and eyed her with sympathy. 
'Oh, you sweet summer child.' 


Richard internally winces at her statement, because of his advanced 
knowledge of Star Wars, the republic isn't as defenseless as it was 
before thanks to Count Dooku and Darth Sidious' interference and 
orchestrating the whole war. Even without them, war was still 
inevitable since Generation Tech made it clear that even without the 
two Sith Lords controlling everything from the shadows the Mega- 
corporations would eventually declare their secession from the 
Republic with or without their permission. 


"I just hope that... once the time comes, we can force the republic to 
recognize the Confederacy and the people of the Outer-rim as 
something of value..." Arya said determinedly to which Richard 
helped but felt he had heard this before... 


Wait a minute don't tell me... 


".,.. want our worlds to prosper, people no longer living in fear of 
pirate raids, and exploitation from those of the inner rim." 


'Oh my great Lord Gaben... it's one of those cliche somber speeches.' 
Richard internally groans as the cadet before is telling her speech. 
But no offense to his friend, he is getting tired of hearing these 
speeches. He likes it better when they're just chatting like friends. 


"I want to see the lives of people free from the oppression of the 
republic. The Jedi have failed us and now it's our turn to defend 


ourselves. Not just for the Confederacy but for the people we love..." 
'Oh god, why?' 


As she's giving her cliche speech that is meant to inspire, but for 
Richard who had a fair share of reading stories online and watched 
movies from his previous life... it's only annoying and overused. 


Okay, before anyone hates on me for complaining about heroic 
speeches but have you ever been invested in a speech that's not too 
generic or boring to listen to? How many times have we read stories 
that had some character give their speech about righteousness and a 
just cause? And how many of us have we ever been engaged in? 


*some readers point at (Insert Very-Inspiring Character here)* 


Okay other than that, but most speeches are just exposition. And 
ironically that's what's happening with this story so yeah, Pot meets 
Kettle and all that Jazz, but that's beside the point. 


Think of her speech as Ruby's many speeches from RWBY, it's 
goddamn annoying and you won't care about it and just skip through 
all of it. Arya is giving the same thing except it's about Justice for the 
Outer-Rim and all that jazz, which is more justifiable considering the 
situation they are in. At least not during a situation where lives are at 
stake or when fighting is about to commence. 


The author would have taken this seriously if it wasn't a Crack-Fic, 
and you're here for stuff like *Good Stuff* and not generic speeches 
for a just cause. But since Richard is bad at listening to statements 
longer than 20 words, let's say he kind of blocked out all that was 
said and just waited for her to conclude her speech. 


"Blah, blah, oppression. Blah, blah, for the Outer-rim! Blah, blah, blah 
for my people! Blah, blah, blah... have sex with Batman!" 


The last part is made up. Not what she said. 


Ignoring the last part, that's basically what Richard is just hearing, 
and what you're possibly hearing right now: just zoning out from the 
boredom because such speech wouldn't dent you in a Crack-Fic. 


While that's happening, I'm just going to borrow some SpongeBob 
Time-Cards because there's no way in hell the author would want to 
spend his effort on making a generic somber speech that he has no 
care about in a fucking Crack-Fic story. 


Now where's that time card!? 


—(T)— 


—(T)— 


Okay, we're done? Good, back to the story. Arya is finally concluding 
her damn speech. 


".. that's why I joined the Confederacy Military... I want Dooku's 
vision to be true." Arya said before looking out of the balcony, "I 
want the Outer Rim to prosper. I want the republic to see the 
Confederacy as a legitimate government. A noble cause." She then 
looks at Richard's helmet-covered eyes, "Why do you fight for the 
Confederacy, Rick?" 


She expects many things whenever a cliche speech or social 
commentary would be expressed: it always goes with silence followed 
by a resolved look by the said person whose question is directed to 
them. 


But for Richard... 


"I fight for the Confederacy because war is hell! My kind of hell! 
Hahaha!" 


His answer was so instantaneous that it destroyed the atmosphere or 
vibe that Arya was going for. There was no resolved or determined 
tone in his voice, just an optimistic view of the possibility of conflict. 
That's it. 


"Is that it?" Arya asked incredulously. 


"Yes! Even the others agree!" Richard gestures to the Droids who have 
since then been listening to their conversation. 


On cue, the Droids cheered their affirmation. 
"Roger, Roger sir!" 

"Was is our hell! And we will kill the Republic!" 
"Tiny Jedi scum will face my new giant gun!" 


"War is coming... is nice." 


Arya felt offended. After her heartfelt speech, she thought Richard 
would have taken her speech seriously or perhaps responded 
appropriately but instead is just playing it for laughs and giggles. 


I mean what do you expect from someone who has the powers of 
Gmod and SFM on his side? He wouldn't take things that seriously 
unless he wants to. Of course, she doesn't know that but his response 
wasn't appropriate for the speech given, which the author purposely 
skipped so he's going to be blamed here. Anyways, his offhand 
answer to her question and speech, in general, has offended her. 


She glared at him. The person she called friend, just wanted to fight 
in a war. 


"Is fighting what you only care about? What about the Confederacy 
and its people?!" 


Once again, Richard laughed which only angered the girl. 


"Oh, don't get me wrong, I'm all in with helping the Outer-Rim and 
everything, but I'd also want to fight on it because I want to have 
fun." 


"You think it's all games, Richard?!" 


"...The War as a Game..." Richard goes silent before responding, "...is 
nice." 


Her face fumes in rage. 


"Are you really that selfish that the lives of the people are at stake?!" 
Arya shouted, "Are you that much of an ignorant idiot, that you want 
nothing more but war?" 


But before she could continue any further, something interesting 
happened. She felt a chill as despite his helmet covering his eyes she 
could have struck a nerve on him. And there's one thing she has 
realized now... she dun goof. 


Richard looks over her with a hardened expression. Even with the 
helmet covering his eyes, she can tell the odd cadet has 


"Don't call me that." He says with a stern tone, that even his droids 
felt a chill down their spinal strut, "Never call me an ignorant idiot. I 
may be many things but an ignorant idiot is not one of them." 
'Sometimes...' 


He stares down at her with his helmet-covered eyes before he 
continues, "...1 may love the prospect of war, and I'll take the 
opportunity to fight in it. Not just the thrill of the fight, but perhaps 
even a just cause." 


Ah fuck, he's falling into the speech trend. Ah well, the author kind of 
planned this. (Tzeentch: Just as planned!) Get out of here, you 
tentacle monster hentai! 


Anyways back to Richard's sudden speech, "...Just you know, war is 
coming. And I bet 500 Credits that it is likely to happen regardless of 
what you think. Peaceful solutions are no longer effective and no 
longer the Senate will heed the Outer-Rim's plea. The Republic wants 
war, and they will get one whether you like it or not. You may see 
my love for war and death to be selfish or cruel, perhaps both but 
don't think of my mindset as that. I do care for the people of the 
Outer-Rim and I'll make sure the Republic will pay dearly for it!" 


Richard stands up and walks towards the entrance of his workshop, 
as his droids watched him. Hey, on the bright side, his speech was 
very short. It didn't have to be a wall of text or exposition. 


",,.And just you wait, I'll make changes that you possibly wouldn't 
believe!" 


But before he could leave, the door slams open revealing a cadet 
looking alarmed and tired as other cadets run past him in the hallway 
in panic frenzy. 


"Woah, what's wrong?!" Richard exclaims. He already knew what is 
likely to happen due to his extensive knowledge of Star Wars Canon 
and the timeline of it. It was a matter of time before he reached its 
due date... 


The cadet painted before he answered. 


"We-we need to head to the command center. Admiral Trench has an 
announcement to make! The Republic knows our intentions." 


Arya sat in her place in absolute shock as did her droids. War is 
happening and the republic would try to stop them. War is 
inevitable... 


"Called it!" Richard laughed which ruined the tension in the room. 
"Rick!" Arya exclaimed, annoyed at him. 
"What? I did call it! You owe 500 credits!" 
To be Concluded. 
[News theme starts playing] 


Swag 
Yoda 
News 


"Unknown Filipino Battle Droid illegally bought a Cadillac from an 
Unknown Canadian Wizard. Local authorities seize more than 42 tons 


of illegal cocaine. Details of this incident are being investigated by 
the local police department." Swag Yoda explained. 


"/There's no reason to panic. Leave this situation for professionals to 
take care of./" Robot-BLU Soldier stated to the viewers. 


The camera pans to BattleDroid1106 in the back of the police car, 
"Welp, I hope you enjoy this chapter, and stay tuned for the next 
chapter! Also..." BattleDroid1106 looks at the police and gives the 
finger, "F*CK YOU!!!" 


Cuts to Swag Yoda, "I miss my wife, Tails." 


TV then turns to static and has the sign that says "No signal" follo by 
a Woman's voice, "Your television subscription has expired, 
Goodbye!" 


The TV then has wheels and starts driving away. 


EnderBoy8123 stares where it went, "Welp! Back to the front" he ran 
towards the door, "CHARGE!" 


Breaks through. 


(Outro-Idea by EnderBoy8123) 


Chapter 4: Geonosis Troubles 
Part 2 


The announcement rang out, emphasizing its crucial importance. 
Without delay, all the cadets swiftly entered the briefing room, 
forming a circle around the large portable holo-table. The table, a 
magnificent circular design, emanated a vibrant red holographic grid 
on its top layer, reflecting the distinct architecture of the Geonosians. 


Among the cadets, Richard instantly recognized the figures seated on 
chairs surrounding the table: Viceroy Nute Gunray, representing the 
Trade Federation; Archduke Poggle the Lesser, the influential leader 
of the Geonosians (and also was one of the few Geonosians that 
unexpectedly joined his dancing last time in his workshop); Passel 
Argente, head of powerful galactic companies and a prominent 
supporter of Count Dooku's Separatist movement; and Wat Tambor, 
the formidable foreman of the Techno Union. 


Oh, and there's also a Mandalorian in blue and silver armor, and a 
young boy, who looked no older than ten. If you have not guess it's 
Janho and Boba. And that boy will be orphan soon. 


Richard and Arya managed to secure a spot in the front row, 
positioned just behind Gunray. Count Dooku, standing between 
Admiral Trench and Poggle, exuded an undeniable aura of authority 
as all eyes in the room gravitated toward him. Observing the cadets, 
Dooku paused before addressing them. 


"A few moments ago," he began, his voice commanding attention, 
"Senator Amidala of Naboo and her Jedi guardian were foolishly 
captured during an attempt to rescue Master Obi-Wan Kenobi. He 
had tracked our bounty hunter, Jango Fett, to one of our droid 
production facilities here on Geonosis and managed to transmit a 


message to Coruscant." 


As Dooku spoke, the cadets began to whisper and exchange thoughts 
amongst themselves, while Arya delved into deep contemplation, 
fully grasping the gravity of the situation. 


Richard on the other hand, looks as if he knew this would happen. It's 
not like he was reincarnated with the knowledge and history of Star 
Wars in both legends and canon. Oh no, that would have been 
cheating— 


Okay, never mind, he knows it, you (readers) know it, and this is a 
crack-fic. We all know Star Wars Timeline to some extent. But 
Richard has to keep up appearances just to avoid suspicion from 
others. 


(Timmy: BuT AuThOr, RiChArD HaS AlReAdY OuTeD HiMsEIF As 
SuSpiCiOuS WiTh HiS GmOd PoWeRs aNd Tf2 DrOiDs!) 


SHUT THE FUCK UP LITTLE TIMMY!!! NO ONE FUCKING ASKED 
YOU!!! (Guess the reference) He only used a small portion of his 
Gmod Powers to upgrade his droids, and these upgrades are even 
plausible to achieve, even without Gmod powers!!! 


*cough* okay... Anyways back to the story. 


Dooku lets a discussion between the Cadets take place before 
gesturing for silence before he spoke, 


"Our position in Geonosis is compromised, and a Republic attack is 
imminent," Dooku stated. "While I oversee the executions of our 
uninvited guests, Admiral Trench will brief you on your tactical roles. 
Some of you will be responsible for supervising the evacuation of our 
forces, others will man the tactical booths in this facility, and those 
with combat training will take on-field command. That will be all." 


Dooku turned, followed by the Council Members, the Mandalorian, 
and the young boy, leaving the room. Admiral Trench then addressed 
the cadets. 


"Those of you with combat training, report to TF-67 in the armory. 
The rest of you, follow me to the command center," Trench 


commanded. 


Richard and the other cadets obediently followed Admiral Trench to 
the command center. As they reached their destination, Trench faced 
his troops and began to speak. 


"As far as I'm concerned, your training is complete. The Republic will 
become aware of our droid army and will attempt to raise one of 
their own. Any chance for peace has been eradicated, and war is 
inevitable," Trench declared, receiving nods of agreement from the 
cadets. 


Richard's internal thoughts echoed with determination. 'Yes! Let there 
be war! I'll show the Republic of my CoNfEdErAte BoOt!' 


"This is a war in which we will secure our independence from the 
oppressive Galactic Republic! Never forget that!" Trench exclaimed. 


"Sir, yes, sir!" the cadets responded in unison, now embracing their 
roles as true commanding officers. 


"Good. Now," Trench continued, adopting a serious tone, "...let's 
proceed with assigning your roles in the evacuation." 


He proceeded to distribute tactical assignments to each cadet, mostly 
centered around defending the Droid foundries. Some were tasked 
with defending the Core Ships and Geonosian Spires to facilitate the 
evacuation of the remaining Droid army. 


Richard Mann was assigned the task of defending a core ship, which 
was strategically situated amidst canyons, acting as a natural barrier 
against both the Republic and his forces. While he had hoped for a 
more active role against the "Republic maggots," he understood that 
beggars couldn't be choosers. Although disappointed, he didn't mind 
taking on a defensive position. After all, he had experience playing 
the Engineer in Team Fortress 2, where he excelled in defensive roles. 
He reminisced about the countless hours spent inside TeuFort's intel 
room, patiently waiting for unsuspecting enemies to fall within range 
of his sentry gun while performing the Relaxo Rancho Taunt. 
(Though in fairness, enemy spies were able to bypass and backstab 
him due to that). 


As Commander Mann examined the Geonosis map and assessed his 
position, he contemplated adopting the defense strategies of the BLU 
Team. They were known to excel in defensive operations, making 
them a logical choice. However, before finalizing his decision, he 
noticed Arya's assignment. She was tasked with defending a droid 
foundry located far from the core ship. 


Looking at the distance between their destinations, he realized that 
Arya might need all the help she could get. While he had no doubts 
about his friend's combat skills and strategic acumen, it was more on 
the matter of whether or not she would leave the battle alive or 
unscathed. After all, in Star Wars Lore and Canon, the Geonosis was 
invaded by Copy-Pasted Mandalorians who spent their time 
dedicating their talent as 'Perfect' Soldiers, not the average-joe type of 
soldiers. This means that Arya would be having a hard time against 
qualified Mandalorian clones. 


He would show them what a TRUE Soldier is like! 
He had made his decision... 


".,.Now that all your roles have been assigned, do you understand 
what you need to do when the Republic attacks?" Admiral Trench 
asked, interrupting Richard's thoughts. 


"Sir, yes, sir!" Richard and the other Droid Officers replied in unison. 


"Head to the hangar and await further orders. They will come 
through your com-links. Good luck out there," the Harch Admiral 
said, saluting his troops. The officers returned the salute before 
leaving the command center, making their way either to the hangar 
or their workshops. 


Richard, meanwhile, briskly jogged through the corridors toward the 
hangar bay, skillfully maneuvering to avoid any collisions. He sent a 
transmission to his Team Fortress-fied Battle Droids, 


"Chief, gather your team! Proceed to the hangar!" 


"/Sir, yes, sir!/" came the prompt affirmation he expected from the 
OOM-Soldier Droid. 


"/Und my team, Commandant?/" Quickfix chimed in. 


"I have another task for your squad as well. Head to the hangar, and 
we'll discuss your team's role," Richard replied with a grin, knowing 
he had a wonderful plan to assist his friend. 


—_xX— 
It was happening. 


War was unfolding, and Arya couldn't deny the panic and turmoil 
consuming her thoughts. 


As she briskly walked through the corridors towards the hangar, her 
droids following closely behind, she passed by fellow commanders, 
Geonosians, and droids of all kinds. The gravity of the situation 
weighed heavily on her mind. War, something she had hoped to 
avoid, had become inevitable. Richard had been right all along, and 
she couldn't help but feel a deep sense of regret for her previous 
misjudgment. 


Her musings came to a halt as she reached the hangar doors. They 
slid open, revealing a bustling and crowded space. The hangar bay 
was filled with droid fighters and Geonosian ships, some already 
taking flight while others remained stationary. Battle droids marched 
in calculated formations, making preparations for the upcoming 
invasion by the Republic and their Jedi Order. Geonosian warriors 
soared above, either entering other hive entrances or exiting the 
hangar. Her classmates were present as well, tending to the 
maintenance and preparation of their assigned vehicles or transports. 
The mixture of nervousness and focused determination was evident 
on their faces. Arya understood their struggle to keep their nerves in 
check, as she felt the same nervousness but maintained her 
composure. 


As she made her way through the hangar, she spotted Richard Mann 
with his back turned, accompanied by his peculiar droids, both the 
RED and BLU Teams. Relief washed over Arya upon seeing a familiar 
face. Despite their previous disagreements, it was comforting to know 
that her friend was always prepared and ready. 


Approaching Richard, Arya overheard the tail end of their 
conversation. "...so, you understand, Quick-Fix?" Richard asked, 
unaware of her presence. 


"Jahowl," the B1-Battle Droid nodded, but then noticed Arya's arrival. 
"Ah, Herr Commandant Warhan!" 


Richard turned to acknowledge her as well. "Arya, you're here!" He 
noticed the droids following behind her. "And you've brought your 
team as well!" 


"Hello!" Quick-Fix waved to the OOM-Command Droid trailing 
behind Arya, who returned the gesture with a wave of its own. 


As the droids continued their interactions, Richard couldn't help but 
notice the shift in expression on Arya's face, signaling her deep 
concern. He approached her, a hint of worry in his voice as he asked, 
"Hey Arya, you alright?" 


"Huh? What?" Arya replied, seeming slightly lost in her thoughts. 


"You seem worried. Is everything okay?" Richard pressed, his concern 
evident. 


Arya hesitated for a moment, realizing that trying to hide her true 
feelings wouldn't work with Richard. She sighed and decided to open 
up about her apprehensions. "Well... War is about to begin, and... I 
don't know if I'm fully prepared for it. It feels like everything is 
happening so fast, and I thought we would have more time before we 
started fighting. Plus, the Republic doesn't even have a strong 
standing army, which is both a relief and a concern." 


Unbeknownst to Arya, Richard's expression strained at her words, 
and Quick-fix exchanged a subtle side glance with a whistle that was 
far from innocent. 


However, Richard quickly composed himself, putting on a brave 
front. With a forced smile, he reassured Arya, "You have nothing to 
worry about! The Republic's Judicial Forces and the Jedi Order are 
their only means of protection. They hardly pose a real threat to us. 
With our overwhelming droid forces, victory is practically 


guaranteed!" 


Arya raised an eyebrow, countering his optimism. "But Richard, this 
fight isn't about conquering the Republic. It's about gaining our 
independence from them. Sometimes I wish the Republic cared more 
about the Outer Rim worlds..." 


Suddenly, an alarm blared throughout the base, jolting everyone into 
high alert. 


‘INVASION ALERT! INVASION ALERT!: 


A mechanical voice echoed through the intercoms, while red lights 
flashed ominously. 


"What's happening!?" Arya exclaimed, her voice filled with alarm. 


The intercom announced urgently, "All staff, report to your assigned 
stations. This is not a drill! Repeat; THIS Is NOT A DRILL!" The 
urgency in the intercom's voice was impossible to ignore. 


Arya's heart sank as a sense of dread washed over her. Both she and 
Richard sprinted to the edge of the hangar platform, and what they 
witnessed sent shivers down their spines. 


"No..." Arya gasped in horror at the sight before her. 


Several dozen large, wedge-shaped space cruisers descended, 
extending their landing appendages, each bearing the symbol of the 
Republic on their hulls. Accompanying them were hundreds of 
smaller vessels. 


The base's turbolasers fired upon the enemy ships, but the sheer 
magnitude of the Republic's forces was overwhelming. Arya glanced 
at Richard, who had his eyes fixed on the wedge-shaped ships, and a 
fear unlike any she had known gripped her heart. It wasn't fear for 
her survival, but fear for the safety of her friend. 


"SEE! I WAS RIGHT! YOU STILL OWE ME 500 CREDITS!" Richard 
exclaimed, his voice filled with a strange mix of pride and 
excitement. 


Arya's incredulous expression cut through the tension. "Rick, is this 
really the time?!" she asked, her voice tinged with exasperation? 


"There's always a time for being right!" Richard replied, undeterred. 
"Rick, we're about to be invaded!" 
"And we'll kick their asses for it!" 


Arya fell silent, her gaze locked with Richard's. 


"I sometimes don't understand you," she admitted with a sigh. 
",..4s nice!" 


Arya shook her head, ready to head towards her transport, when 
Richard placed a hand on her shoulder, stopping her in her tracks. 


"Arya, wait!" he called out, offering her a blue toolbox. "Take this! 
It'll aid you in your defense. Trust me!" 


Arya raised an eyebrow, perplexed by the unexpected gesture, but 
she knew better than to dismiss the help of someone like Richard 
Mann. With a nod of gratitude, she accepted the toolbox and swiftly 
made her way into the waiting transport ship, her droids following 
closely behind. 


a 


As her ship gracefully lifts off the ground, Arya's eyes are fixed on 
Richard, who stands there with a mix of pride and concern. The ship 
slowly ascends, growing smaller and smaller until it disappears from 
view. Richard, still wearing his determined expression, turns to 
Quick-Fix, the Medic Droid, and shares a nod of understanding. 
Quick-Fix acknowledges the unspoken message before Richard strides 
purposefully toward his transport ship. 


Inside the transport ship, Richard settles into his seat as it lifts off, 
soaring high above the vast expanse of Geonosis. From this vantage 
point, he takes in the breathtaking sight of the planet's desert 
landscape. The golden sands stretch as far as the eye can see, bathed 
in the intense glow of the sun. Towering rock formations and 
intricate canyons carve through the mesas, creating a mesmerizing 
spectacle. As he flies over, Richard also spots the imposing Core Ships 
dotting the horizon, a symbol of the Confederacy's military might. 


But amidst this awe-inspiring scene, a jarring sight interrupts the 
tranquility. Republic Acclamator-class assault ships descend from the 
sky, unloading their cargo of AT-TEs onto the surface. In perfect 
formation, a legion of white-armored soldiers marches alongside the 
mechanized walkers. The pristine ranks of the Republic forces stand 
in stark contrast to the rugged terrain of Geonosis, signaling the 
imminent clash between the two factions. 


On the opposite side of the battlefield, Richard witnesses the vast sea 
of battle droids forming an imposing defensive line. They stand 
shoulder to shoulder, their metallic forms ready to repel the incoming 
Republic invaders. Accompanying them are a variety of formidable 
CIS vehicles, adding to the formidable presence of the Confederate 
forces. The air crackles with blaster bolts as the chaos of battle 
unfolds beneath his transport ship, causing it to rattle and tremble. 


While Arya's transport ship reaches its destination, Richard's vessel 
docks inside the core ship's expansive hangar bay. Stepping out with 
purpose, he leads RED Team, his loyal Team Fotressfied Droids, onto 
the floor. They find their place within the hangar, preparing 
themselves for the imminent battle. Richard, driven by his 
unwavering determination, strides confidently toward one of the 
nearby security droids. 


"Listen up, you worthless scrap heaps!" he barks, addressing the 
nearby security droids. "Secure strategic positions where the enemy is 
most likely to strike! I won't tolerate any disappointments, you hear 
me, maggots?!" 


"Roger, Roger!" the Battle Droid acknowledges, nodding obediently as 
it relays Richard's orders to its fellow droids. With RED Team settled 
in the hangar, Richard proceeds to the helm of the core ship, ready to 
take command and fulfill his role in the upcoming conflict. 


As Richard walks through the bustling corridors of the ship, filled 
with geonosians and droids going about their duties, he remains 
focused on his mission. Finally, he reaches the helm, where a hive of 
activity unfolds with droids and Neimoidians working together. 
Taking his place in the commanding chair, Richard gazes at the 
holographic display projected before him. The Coreship and its 
surrounding area come to life in vivid detail, with red highlights 
marking the advancing Republic forces and blue highlights 
representing the resilient droid army. 


The battle has commenced, and the gravity of the situation is not lost 
on Richard. However, he quickly shifts his attention to Arya's 
position, displayed on the hologram. The representation shows her 
forces under heavy assault, struggling to hold their ground against 
the relentless onslaught from the Republic. 


Determined to provide support, Richard activates his communicator, 
establishing a connection with BLU Team. "Quick-Fix, is your team 
prepared?" he asks, his voice resolute. 


"Affirmative!" Quick-Fix's response comes through the comms, filled 
with determination. 


"Good. I'm transferring command to Commander Arya. You will assist 
her in organizing an evacuation when the time comes." 


"/Understood, Commandant!/" Quick-Fix acknowledges, immediately 
relaying the orders to his team. "/Engineer, set up zhe teleporter at 
zhis location!/" he commands. 


Richard's plan unfolds seamlessly, with each member of the BLU 
Team executing their assigned tasks with precision. With a simple 
press of a button on his transmitter, the toolbox located at Arya's 
position opens, revealing a device designed to aid her in the fight and 
ensure her survival. 


—_x— 


"Dammit!" Arya cursed under her breath, her heart pounding in her 
chest as she sought refuge behind a crumbling stone pillar. The acrid 
smell of burnt metal and blaster fire hung in the air, mingling with 
the sounds of distant explosions. She could feel the weight of the 
battle pressing down on her, the weight of an unexpected conflict 
that had escalated beyond her expectations. 


The Clone Troopers advanced relentlessly, their synchronized 
movements and disciplined formations sending waves of blaster bolts 
hurtling toward her position. She watched in dismay as her droids 
valiantly fought back, their metallic forms taking hit after hit, their 
circuits sizzling with the strain of the onslaught. They were loyal and 
dedicated, but they were not prepared for this. Nor was she. 


Arya's voice carried a mix of frustration and desperation as she 
shouted orders to her droids, her words barely audible over the 
cacophony of battle. "Hold your ground! Keep those republic dogs at 
bay! We cannot afford to falter!" 


Her mind raced, trying to comprehend the sheer scale of the 
Republic's military might. How had they managed to assemble such a 
formidable force with such precision? It was as if they had sprung out 
of nowhere, catching her off guard and leaving her scrambling to 
adapt to the overwhelming tide of soldiers. The Republic's efficiency 
and readiness seemed almost supernatural, and Arya couldn't help 
but wonder if there was more to their sudden rise than met the eye. 


"/Hey, Arya!/" Richard's voice broke through the chaos, offering a 
brief respite from the relentless firefight. "/...what's up? How's the 
war going?/" 


Arya couldn't help but release a bitter laugh, tinged with a hint of 
desperation. "How's it going? Rick, I'm being overrun here! This is 
beyond anything I expected. I didn't know the Republic had a 
standing army of this magnitude! How could they amass such forces 
so quickly?" 


"/Well, surprises tend to happen./" Richard's voice remained 
surprisingly calm, almost unnervingly so, considering the dire 
circumstances. "/Who knows, maybe the Chancellor or a Jedi was 
behind the creation of a secret army. Secrets have a way of being 
unveiled in times of war./" 


Arya's mind whirled with possibilities as she processed Richard's 
words. The mention of a secret army, orchestrated by someone in 
power, sent a shiver down her spine. Was there a hidden hand 
guiding the Republic's sudden army? It was a notion she hadn't 
entertained before, but amid the chaos, it seemed like a plausible 
explanation. Perhaps the Republic's overwhelming force wasn't 
simply a matter of efficient organization but a calculated plan set in 
motion long before the conflict began. 


Before she could delve deeper into her thoughts, another volley of 
blaster fire rained down, forcing her to duck lower behind her 
meager cover. The air crackled with energy as the blue ionized bolts 
whizzed overhead, each one a reminder of the danger that 
surrounded her. Arya knew she had to focus on the present, on 
surviving the relentless assault, but the questions lingered in her 
mind, adding another layer of uncertainty to an already chaotic 
battlefield. 


"I don't think I'll be getting out of this place anytime soon!" Arya 
exclaimed bitterly, her dreams of a long and illustrious career as a 
commander coming to an abrupt end. She cursed the Republic and 
the Jedi for their role in her current predicament. 


Before she could dwell further on her despair, a voice came through 
her comms. "/You don't have to worry! You will get out of this alive! 


I am sending reinforcements!/" Richard's reassuring words reached 
her, offering a glimmer of hope in chaos. 


Firing a few shots at the advancing Republic soldiers, Arya took cover 
again as blaster bolts whizzed over her head. She responded to her 
friend, skepticism evident in her voice. "Rick, I appreciate the 
gesture, but I don't think you can make it in time!" 


"/Hahaha! You don't have to worry! They're already there!/" 
Richard's confident response puzzled her. 


What did he mean by that? Before Arya could inquire further, a 
missile whizzed over her fortifications, striking a group of clone 
troopers and eliminating them in an explosion. 


Startled, Arya looked up to see a sight that filled her with awe and 
disbelief. There she sees... 


"SURRENDER NOW MAGGOTS, AND YOU WILL NOT BE HARMED!" 
It's Richard's Battle Droids! 


They appeared on the small plateau, towering above the canyon. 
They wasted no time, unleashing a barrage of bullets and explosions 
upon the unsuspecting clones. Her droids saw this unexpected 
intervention and pressed forward, seizing the opportunity to turn the 
tide of battle. The clones caught off guard, and in turn suffered heavy 
casualties under the relentless assault of Richard's droids. 


Their armor proved inadequate against the potent and piercing 
impact of the kinetic energy raining down upon them. Arya rose 
steadily from her position, her eyes fixed on the spectacle unfolding 
before her. Clones that once troubled her now fell one by one, their 
lives extinguished in a relentless onslaught by the infamous BLU 
Team. 


"What the hell—ARGH!" 
"Enemy droids incoming!" 


"Are they firing slugthrowers at us—!" The clone's head exploded into 
a gruesome mist, leaving his lower jaw hanging. The brutal display of 


death startled nearby clones and even shook Arya herself. 


Amidst the chaos, mischievous laughter filled the air, emanating from 
one of Richard's droids. The Hat-Wearing Droid with a Slugthrower 
sniper rifle, taunted the fallen clones with a twisted remark, "Thanks 
for standin’ still, wanker!" 


Arya's gaze swept across the battlefield as she witnessed more of 
Richard's unusual droids arriving to her aid. And she noticed their 
distinctive blue color. It could only mean one thing... 


"BLU TEAM! BLU Tactic 795 Thunderstorm! Operation: Attack & 
Defense!" 


They are BLU Team! The highly efficient tactical squad under 
Richard Mann's command! He had dispatched them to assist her! 


Relief and satisfaction washed over Arya as the BLU droids formed a 
defensive perimeter. B2-Heavies and B1-Soldiers unleashed a torrent 
of firepower, while B1-Pyros deflected grenades and rockets with 
their airblasts. B1-Engineers set up Lvl 3 Sentries and Dispensers to 
support nearby droid units. B1-Snipers targeted key enemy figures, 
while BX-Demo Droids laid sticky traps and launched grenades in 
wide arcs. B1-Scouts remained in cover, utilizing their blaster pistols 
to engage the enemy from a distance. The B1-Medic took charge, 
issuing orders and providing healing to his team. 


"Commandant, we have arrived per the request of Commandant 
Richard," the BX-Spy reported to Arya with gentlemanly courtesy as 
he joined her side. 


Arya smiled, a sense of gratitude and determination filling her. "Well, 
hell, I appreciate it!" 


She observed the battlefield, witnessing the decimation of the clones 
at the hands of the BLU Team. The powerful slug-thrower weapons 
ripped through their ranks, accompanied by a relentless onslaught 


—_x— 


This was not like the simulation at all. 


What was supposed to be a simple assault on a droid foundry and a 
win for the republic became a disastrous assault. Squads of highly 
trained Kaminoan Bred-Clone Troopers against a couple of clankers 
should be easy pickings. Simple as that, right? 


No, instead it is a hazardous one-sided war zone. He was wrong, so 
wrong on many levels. That's what going through the kind of the 
unfortunate Clone Trooper who hid behind his cover as his brothers 
die all around him from explosion or gunfire, not even daring to peek 
over. 


He watch as his brothers run towards the enemy's position with 
intentions of taking it but were met with the kinetic energy of slugs 
tearing them into sunder. While some were blown to bloody bits by 
the explosions ordinance from those... monsters... 


"HAHAHAHAHAHHAHA! CRY SOME MORE!!" 


Some attempted to use grenades but it backfired, literally when the 
droids with gasmask somehow deflect it with some kind of air blast 
of sorts. How it's possible isn't something he dales on when those 
same grenades returned to the sender. He flinched as he heard a loud 
bang that echoed across the area, and yelped in fright when the 
corpse of his brother falls in front of him: the upper part of the head 
and helmet is gone with the lower jaw and helmet remaining. It was 
a bloody mess that he nearly vomited but he had to keep being 
strong... for his bro- 


*BOOM* 
"ALL OF YE ARE BLOODY DEAD!" 


The Clone flinched once more, he tries to remain covered as much as 
possible. He steadily takes a small peak and his eyes widen in horror. 
Everything seems to slow down for him, as he begins to attest to the 
situation: Bodies of his brothers lay on the sandy rock ground of 
Geonosis, as above their objective are droids... but are these things 
even droids to get in with? 


No... to the clone, these are monsters! 


On top of the body horrendous mountain of corpses is a B2-Super 
Battle Droid holding a freaking mini-gun mowing down any 
unfortunate clone who tried to get assault their position while 
laughing with sadistic glee. Behind it is a droid holding some sort of 
beam weapon that's concentrated on a B2-Super Battle Droid. He has 
no idea what it was. 


Next to the flank of the B2-Super Battle Droid is a BX-Commando 
Droid lobbing grenades left and right, blowing up the clone's position 
with extreme prejudice while somehow intoxicated. Next to it is B1- 
Battle Droid, normally the weak cannon fodder but this... where 
could he begin to describe the monster that is currently burning his 
brothers to death?! 


He's not one to fear any insignificant B1 Battle Droid... but that 
thing... it scares him... 


"AAAAAAAHHH!!!" A trooper who was unfortunate to be in the range 
of the flamethrower begins to burn him alive as the B1-Gasmask 
Wearing Droid chases him to which the flames spread to the other 
clones close to him. 


One shudder of inhume thought lay behind that mask. What dreams 
of chronic and sustained cruelty? 


Their screams... Oh by the many moons the screams! His brothers are 
dying!! 


Nothing prepared him and his brothers for this slaughter. They're 
supposed to be highly trained professional soldiers, warriors with the 
blood of the greatest bounty hunter of the Galaxy. Able to adapt to 
every situation thrown at them yet these droids have made their 
situation unadaptable by the constant barrage of slug bullets, rockets, 
and grenades that continues to undo any progress they've made. 


So far, these droids are extremely formidable which has put Clones' 
progress toward the mission into a stalemate. 


Even when they were able to land some hits on the droids, a red 
beam of sorts was projected from the droid that is out of their sight 
and was able to heal the droids from any damage done to them. They 


don't know how it is healing them and how it's possible, they can't 
focus on the mission as the droids attacking their position have made 
things difficult on Clones. 


These droids aren't like the simulations, this isn't like the simulations 
at all! 


Just as the clones were about to contemplate a possible strategy to 
counter the relentless droids, they received a transmission from their 
advisors, "/Trooper, status report!/" 


"Sir, we're pinned down!" a Clone Sergeant shouted through the 
comms as another rocket hit their cover. The distinct laughter and 
jeers from the droids continued as they relentlessly pounded their 
position with a barrage of firepower. "We need air or armor support!" 


"/Roger that. Air and armor support, underway!/" 


As the clones fought or sought cover while enduring the taunts and 
mockery of the droids (much to their frustration), they fired 
everything they had. However, these droids proved to be a 
formidable challenge for even the most skilled soldiers of the 
Republic. 


Then, a transmission came in from the Gunship pilot. 
"/Gunship and armor support is here! /" 


Right on cue, the sound of the approaching LAAT Gunship filled the 
air, much to the squad's delight and relief. 


One clone couldn't help but smile, saying, "Ah yeah! The cavalry has 
arrived!" 


Hope ignited within the clones as they looked ahead to see the 
LAAT/c Gunship carrying an AT-TE. With the aid of this formidable 
walker, they believed they had a chance to break through the droids' 
defenses. There was a glimmer of hope. 


But, as the saying goes, hope can be the first step on the road to 
disappointment. Because they are against TF2fied Droids! 


Just as the Gunship carrying the AT-TE came into view, a B1 Battle 
Droid with an odd beam weapon spotted it and called out to another 
droid wielding a rocket launcher, "Soldier! I'm fully charged!" 


"Sir, yes sir!" 


As the Gunship closed in to assist Clone Troopers, the Battle Droid 
with the rocket launcher took aim at the vehicle. Before the Gunship 
had a chance to deploy the walker, the B1 with the peculiar beam 
weapon activated what appeared to be a charged attack and directed 
the beam toward the rocket-launcher wielding droid. This caught the 
clones' attention, and they watched in stunned silence as the rocket 
launcher began to glow blue, with lightning coursing through the 
weapon. 


"What the..." one of the clones murmured, his gaze fixed on the 
mesmerizing glow of the rocket launcher. 


"Auf Wiedersehen, Schweinehunds!" the B1 Battle Droid with the 
peculiar weapon exclaimed in a different language. 


The B1-Battle Droid cackled with delight before shouting, "You 
sissified maggot scum have just signed your death warrants!" 


Before any of the clones could react, the Rocket Launcher unleashed 
four consecutive rockets at the Gunship, all glowing blue. Each rocket 
found its mark, and due to the devastating impact of these TF2- 
related weapons, the Gunship suffered severe damage. The first 
rocket damaged the right wing, followed by the second one 
destroying the engine. The third rocket struck the right side of the 
Gunship, causing the rack holding the AT-TE to explode and crash 
onto the ground, instantly killing its occupants. Finally, the fourth 
rocket hit the cockpit, killing the pilot. 


The clones watched in horror as the Gunship, which was supposed to 
turn the tide of the battle, crash-landed somewhere out of sight, 
followed by a deafening explosion. 


"You've got to be kriffing kidding me..." one of the clones muttered in 
disbelief. 


The remaining Clone Troopers were so stunned by what had 
transpired that they fell into a shocked silence. Unbeknownst to 
them, the droids ceased their fire. However, a BX-Commando Droid 
had already lobbed a couple of spike ball-like bombs onto their 
position. Lost in their disbelief, the clones failed to notice the deadly 
spike bombs landing near their cover and at their feet. 


Their once-safe haven had turned into a death zone. 


By the time they realized what was happening, it was already too 
late. The beep of the primed bombs reached their ears, and the Clone 
Sergeant and the rest of the squad looked down, their eyes widening 
behind their helmets. The bombs were primed and ready. 


And they were glowing blue. 
"TROOPERS! GET OUT OF—" 


Then the world of the clones turned orange, followed by the laughter 
of the BX Commando Droid. 


xX 


Looking at the holographic display of Arya's position, Richard 
observed the intricate details indicating her successful coordination 
with BLU Team. The red highlights slowly faded away, a testament to 
the team's prowess in either halting the Republic's assault on the 
Droid Foundry or decimating the opposing forces. 


As Richard zoomed out of Arya's position, his attention shifted to the 
hologram displaying the Coreship and its surroundings. The ship was 
cleverly positioned amidst canyons and plateaus, serving as natural 
barriers and creating a labyrinth that hindered the clones from 
mounting a proper assault. The AT-TEs, towering war machines, 
found themselves unable to navigate the terrain. However, Richard 
couldn't afford to overlook the infantry threat, even though he 
maintained a calm demeanor. 


He played Men of War, so why the fuck not? 


Richard approached the situation strategically, positioning his droids 
to leverage their strengths and coordinating with the Geonosian 


warriors on the ground. As he studied the layout, a flicker of 
recognition crossed his face. The arrangement of the Core Ship, 
which he's stationed in, struck him as oddly familiar—a realization 
dawned upon him. 


He was in the same Core Ship that the Clone Commandos would 
eventually assault, the very one from the renowned Republic 
Commando Game. 


Someone better call the ambulance... BUT NOT FOR HIM! 


A mischievous grin formed on Richard's face, knowing he had 
stumbled upon a chance for some unexpected mischief. 


Leaving the bridge behind, Richard made his way to the hangar bay 
of the Core Ship. The RED Team droids chatted and relaxed on 
nearby crates as he entered. Their conversation ceased, and all eyes 
turned to their commander. Richard greeted them with a warm smile, 
despite the vibrations reverberating through the Lucrehulk from the 
ongoing battle outside. 


"Gentlemen!" he exclaimed, his voice adopting an odd French accent. 
"The guest has arrived. Show them some... hospitality." 


He added, a sinister undertone creeping into his tone. 


The droids exchanged glances, their faces lit up with a figurative 
smile. If they were capable of physical expressions, they would surely 
be grinning. Their collective response resonated with affirmation. 


"Sir, yes, sir!" 
"Dal " 

"Aye!" 

"Alrighty then!" 
"Ouil" 


"Yeah, gotcha!" 


"Mphm!" 
"Jahowl!" 
"Kay, mate!" 


The droids rose from their positions and approached a large crate, 
with a RED B1-Engineer grabbing a nearby crowbar to pry it open. 
Weapons spilled onto the floor, eliciting chuckles from the droids. 
Each one lifted their assigned weapon, preparing for the impending 
clash with their so-called guest. 


"Pony up, boys!" 


The team geared up, their anticipation evident as they readied 
themselves for the oncoming onslaught. 


"All will fear my giant gun!" 
"Zhe healing is not as rewarding as zhe hurting!" 
"Mmmphmmm!" 


With their weapons in hand, RED Team marched toward the exit in a 
formidable formation. Chief led the way, flanked by two RED B1- 
Soldiers on his right and two RED B1-Scouts on his left. Behind them, 
the three RED B2-Heavy Droids with their trusty miniguns 
maintained their position. Three BX-Demo Droids followed, 
accompanied by three RED B1-Pyro Droids. The procession continued 
with three RED B1-Engineers, a RED BX-Spy, and finally, a RED B1- 
Sniper. 


Their confident strides and eagerness exuded an intimidating aura, 
tinged with a primal bloodlust. Neimodians, Geonosians, and battle 
droids alike couldn't help but step aside as they passed. The 
Neimodians, known for their inherent cowardice, found these odd 
droids utterly terrifying. Their liveliness and unpredictability instilled 
fear. The Geonosians and regular Battle Droids, on the other hand, 
had heard rumors and information about Cadet Mann's Droids. Tales 
of their ability to overpower even the most experienced warriors and 
advanced droid units had spread. Their unique behavior, battle 
prowess demonstrated in simulations, and their uncanny creativity 


had earned them a fearsome reputation. 


After an impressive display while trekking through the halls of the 
Lucrehulk, the team reached the exit point where their impending 
battle awaited them. Chief exchanged a nod with the regular B1 
Battle Droid beside the door control panel, and the droid quickly 
grasped the gesture's meaning. 


With a few taps on the panel, the doors slid open, revealing a small 
army of clones attempting to storm into the Lucrehulk. Blue blaster 
bolts whizzed through the air, narrowly missing the OOM-Command 
Droid and his comrades. Mentally smirking, he readied his rocket 
launcher. 


"Time to inform your next of kin!" 
ies) | em 


In the aftermath of the devastating clone assault on the Droid 
Foundry, the scene was one of horror and despair. The smoke from 
the explosion slowly dispersed, revealing the grim aftermath. The 
remnants of the Clone Assault Squad lay scattered across the 
battlefield, their fate sealed in tragedy. 


The Clone Sergeant, gravely injured, lay on the ground. He had lost 
his left arm and his legs in the explosion. The pain was unbearable, 
and he longed for this nightmare to come to an end. Blood poured 
from his wounds, staining the ground beneath him. 


The other clones fared no better. One unfortunate clone had been 
closest to the explosion and was instantly killed. The battlefield was 
strewn with body parts, a gruesome testament to the destructive 
power unleashed. The scorched and cracked visor helmet that landed 
nearby served as a haunting reminder of his demise. 


Another clone had narrowly escaped the explosion and, in a 
desperate attempt, tried to retaliate against the droids by launching a 
grenade from his cover. However, his effort was in vain. The B1 
Battle Droid equipped with a flamethrower skillfully deflected the 
grenade back towards the clone. The clone, stunned by the turn of 
events, was unable to react in time. The grenade struck him, instantly 


reducing him to nothing more than scattered chunks of flesh. It was a 
cruel fate—a clone trooper killed by a lowly B1 Battle Droid armed 
with a flamethrower. 


Not far away, another clone trooper met a similarly grim fate, one 
that defied belief. 


How he died... is fucking bullshit. 


He couldn't fucking believe it, but it happened. It fucking did 
happened. He had managed to evade the explosion by vaulting over 
his cover but fell prey to a single syringe. 


A. Single. Fucking. Syringe. 
HOW WAS THAT EVEN POSSIBLE?! 
However it was glowing. Whatever it was, is extremely dangerous. 


As the injured Sergeant gazed up from the lifeless body of his 
comrade, he mustered the little strength he had left to confront the 
approaching odd droids. Geonosian warriors swooped down beside 
them, clicking and snarling in defense of their home. 


With a sneer, the Sergeant uttered, "What are you waiting for? Get it 
over with." 


The odd droids prepared to comply, but one of the Geonosian 
Warriors raised its hand, halting them. It turned to its right and 
placed its finger and thumb on its mouth, emitting a whistle. 


"Mphm?" 


Confusion washed over the Clone Sergeant as he slowly turned his 
head to see a B1 Battle Droid wearing a gas mask, gripping a 
flamethrower. His eyes widened in terror. The Geonosian Warrior 
made a slashing gesture across its neck with its thumb, signaling the 
droid. The gas mask-wearing droid eagerly nodded and aimed its 
flamethrower at the Sergeant, it's intent clear. 


"No... no... no!" the Sergeant screamed, fear gripping his every fiber. 
What awaited him was not a swift death but a torturous one. 


In a desperate attempt to defend himself, he reached for his sidearm, 
only to realize it was several feet away, out of his reach. Before he 
could react, he found himself engulfed in flames. The searing heat 
consumed him, and he thrashed about in excruciating pain as his 
body was cooked alive. 


—(BLU B1-Pyro (AKA Bobby)POV)— 
The friendly insect man was asking Bobby for help. 


He was told to approach the Clone who seemed to be in need, just 
like other clones who came here asking for rainbows and joy! 


Bobby loved helping people; his Commander had programmed him to 
bring happiness to others. He remembered the sad faces of the clones 
in white armor when they came here, but now their expressions 
transformed into pure joy when he showered them with vibrant 
rainbows and bubbles! It made Bobby feel good to see them happy 
and giggling under the colorful spectacle as they dazzle and dance 
around the beautiful world of Pyroland! It's a shame his friends didn't 
want to join in! They're having so much fun! 


However, this particular Clone in white armor appeared sad. Maybe 
he had accidentally hurt his toe or felt lonely after his friends fell 
asleep after playing too much with Rainbow. The nice and happy bug 
people asked Bobby to bring some cheer and joy to this sad Clone by 
surrounding him with beautiful rainbows and bubbles! 


Yes, he would do that! After all, he's the Pyro! And he probably 
would give him a delicious lollipop if he had any! 


But to Bobby's surprise, the sad Clone cried out, "No! Bubbles mean! 
Rainbows are bad!" Tears streamed down his visor as he expressed 
his distress. 


*LE GASP* 


Bobby was taken aback. How could anyone think bubbles and 
rainbows are bad?! Those are what make anyone happy! Even the sad 
grumpy ones! They are harmless and brought happiness! No, that's 
not true! Rainbows and bubbles don't hurt! Here, Bobby will show 


the sad Clone the true joy of rainbows, and Bobby didn't hesitate. He 
started spraying rainbows and bubbles all around the crying Clone, 
hoping to turn his sadness into laughter. 


And indeed, as the rainbow-colored bubbles engulfed him, the cries 
of sadness gradually transformed into laughter of pure joy. The once- 
sad Clone thrashed about on the candy ground, his helmet faces 
twisting from a frown to a smile. Bobby chuckled with delight, 
continuing to shower him with bubbles and rainbows, removing his 
sorrow completely. 


"Weeeeee! Weeeee!! Weeeeeeeee!!" The Happy Clone's helmet turned 
into a wide smile as he playfully thrashed around amidst the 
rainbows that enveloped him. 


See? Rainbows are indeed nice! Bobby was overjoyed to have helped 
the Clone find happiness, reaffirming his purpose of spreading joy to 
others. 


a, 
"AAAAHHH!! AAAAHHH!!!" 


Arya was taken aback by the gruesome scene unfolding before her. 
She felt a wave of sickness wash over her as the Clone Sergeant's 
screams of agony pierced the air. His desperate pleas for death 
echoed in her ears, and she couldn't help but feel a sense of horror. 
Why weren't the droids and bugs intervening?! Why was this 
suffering allowed to continue?! 


"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!!!" 


While Arya appreciated Richard's assistance and the effectiveness of 
his droids, the sight of the flamethrower-wielding droid prolonging 
the Clone Sergeant's pain left her feeling fearful and disturbed. Even 
her droids shared a sense of dread as they witnessed this brutal act. It 
was a stark contrast to the battlefield strewn with clone bodies and 
the overwhelming victory achieved by Richard's Droids. The scale of 
the carnage made Arya question the nature of this conflict. It was no 
longer a battle but a one-sided massacre that she found hard to 
comprehend. 


The reactions of the onlookers varied. The Geonosians chirped and 
clicked with satisfaction, relishing in the Clone Sergeant's suffering as 
a form of retribution for the invasion and destruction caused by the 
Republic. They saw it as karma, a fitting punishment for the clones 
who had shown joy in killing their kind. Arya couldn't help but 
acknowledge the irony of this situation, where the roles had been 
reversed and the clones now experienced the pain they had inflicted 
upon the Geonosians. 


For others, the sight was too disturbing to bear, and they turned their 
gazes away. Quick-Fix and the droids, if they had mouths, would 
surely be overcome with nausea. 


"This is disturbing... even for me!" Quick-fix admitted which is shared 
by the other droids. 


While the droids are somewhat unhinged and have high body counts 
it doesn't mean they're as terrifying and brutal as their pyromaniac 
teammates. 


Arya turns away from the gruesome scene when she received a 
transmission from high command, indicating the need to evacuate as 
the core ships prepared to depart. Trench's voice rang through the 
communication, urging all officers to fall back immediately. 
"/...attention all officers, the Core-ships will be leaving in 10 minutes. 
Evacuation is now underway, fall back to the core ships. We won't 
wait for you when the time comes/." 


The communication ends Arya looks back at BLU Team. Arya relayed 
the message to Quick-Fix, realizing that their mission was complete 
and they had to retreat. 


"Quick-fix, our job is done here. We need to fall back to ships 
immediately!" 


"Jahowl!" Quick-fix nodded in agreement, acknowledging the need to 
regroup and head back to the ships. He addressed his team, "Alright 
comrades, let's head back! Our job is done!" He says, instructing them 
to return and specifically calling out to Bobby, who had been 
responsible for the gruesome act. "Especially you, Bobby, you can 
stop now!" 


"Mphm!" Bobby, with enthusiastic nod, ceased his fiery assault and 
joined his comrades. 


With that, Arya, the BLU Team, and the remnants of her droid forces 
boarded the transport ships, making their way back to the core ship. 
As they departed, the charred corpse of the Clone Sergeant lay 
motionless, small embers still smoldering on his lifeless body. The 
weight of the scene lingered in the air, leaving an indelible mark on 
all those who had witnessed it. 


—_x— 


Delta Squad, a highly skilled and battle-hardened unit, moved 
through the dimly lit and claustrophobic hallway of the Geonosian 
bunker. Their footsteps resonated off the metallic walls, creating an 
eerie soundtrack to their determined march toward the next phase of 
their mission: the destruction of the droid core ship. After 
successfully decimating the droid factory and eliminating the 
infamous Sun Fac, they had been assigned the critical task of 
preventing the Coreship from escaping the planet's surface. With 
every step, they demonstrated their unwavering loyalty to the 
Republic and their unparalleled combat prowess. 


Boss, the unyielding leader of Delta Squad, forged ahead with his 
squad following closely behind, their movements synchronized to 
perfection. The seamless coordination and unwavering discipline they 
displayed spoke volumes of their rigorous training and shared 
camaraderie. As they neared the exit, their eyes were greeted by the 
stark contrast of the outside world—a vast and desolate enclosed 
canyon stretching out before them. Its towering walls exuded an aura 
of foreboding, yet the absence of droids or Geonosians lining the 
passage raised suspicion among the clones. 


The lack of opposition made their progress unnervingly smooth, 
though it left Scorch feeling a tinge of disappointment. Known for his 
explosive expertise, he yearned for the opportunity to ignite chaos 
and send droids and bugs alike flying in a symphony of destruction. 
But for now, the path remained clear, and they cautiously pressed 
forward, their gazes fixated on the colossal silhouette of the core ship 
in the distance. 


Their optimism, however, was swiftly met with an unwelcome sight. 
As they reached the entrance, a shimmering barrier materialized 
before them, barring their passage. Fixer's sharp eyes immediately 
identified the problem. "The door is shielded, sir," he reported, his 
voice laced with a hint of frustration. "Looks like we'll have to find an 
alternate route." 


Sev, ever the embodiment of fierce determination, growled in 
defiance. "Damn, droids! Let us through!" His frustration was shared 
by the rest of Delta Squad, who knew that the enemy would not 
willingly grant them access to their objective. It became apparent 
that the door's concealed location prevented them from calling in 
gunship support, leaving them no choice but to seek an alternative 
entrance. 


Their attention shifted to a heap of debris strewn haphazardly nearby 
—a potential means to circumvent the shielded obstacle. Scorch's 
eyes gleamed with a mix of excitement and mischievous intent. 
"Debris blocking our path, Boss," he announced, his voice betraying 
his eagerness. "We need to detonate the rocks to get through." Scorch 
said before quickly adding, "And I'm not just saying that just because 
I love to blow up stuff up." 


"Yes, you are..." Sev jabbed. 


Scorch set about his work, meticulously planting detonation charges 
on the pile of rubble. Once satisfied with their placement, he 
retreated to a safe distance, ensuring his survival. Boss's stern 
expression held a mixture of resolve and caution as he gripped the 
detonator in his hand. 


"Stand back Deltas!" 


With a deliberate press of his thumb, the charges erupted in a 
thunderous explosion. The resounding blast reverberated through the 
canyon, showering the area with a rain of rock fragments and dust. 


The path was now clear, albeit marred by the aftermath of their 
explosive entry. As the dust settled, Delta Squad advanced into the 
new entrance—a narrow and winding canyon that veered off from 
the main route. The passage was shrouded in an eerie silence, broken 


only by the faint hum of distant machinery. Shadows danced along 
the canyon walls, casting an aura of both mystery and danger. 


As the squad emerged on the other side, the air grew heavy with an 
unsettling atmosphere. What lay before them was not merely the 
aftermath of a skirmish; it was a massacre. 


Delta Squad cautiously advanced through the treacherous terrain of 
the enclosed canyon. Their boots crunched on the sand as they 
weaved their way through the grim tableau of destruction. The 
lifeless bodies of clone troopers littered the ground, a macabre 
mosaic of fallen comrades. Some lay intact, their armor bearing the 
battle scars of a fierce engagement, while others were dismembered, 
their severed limbs scattered haphazardly. 


The air was heavy with the acrid scent of scorched metal and charred 
flesh. Scorch craters scarred the landscape, testimony to the brutal 
impact of explosives. The remnants of flame weapons left blackened 
patches, their heat having consumed all in their path. It was a 
haunting sight, a graveyard of fallen warriors. 


And amidst the devastation, the most striking detail was the copious 
amount of blood. It pooled around the fallen clones, forming 
grotesque rivers that meandered through the canyon. The crimson 
liquid seemed to seep into every crevice, painting the scene with a 
macabre intensity. It was as if the blood itself held a malevolent 
presence, a witness to the horrors that had transpired. 


Scorch, usually brimming with enthusiasm for destruction, stood 
frozen in shock, his eyes wide as he surveyed the gruesome tableau. 
"Woah... it's a massacre," he murmured, his voice barely audible 
amidst the eerie silence. 


Sev, known for his keen observations, took note of the conspicuous 
absence of droid bodies amidst the sea of fallen clones. "Not a single 
dead clanker or bug in sight... How did this happen?" he pondered 
aloud, his gaze scanning the desolate battlefield in search of answers. 


Boss, ever vigilant, felt a knot of unease tighten in his gut. Something 
was amiss, and he knew it. "Proceed with caution, Deltas. Something 
isn't right here," he cautioned, his voice betraying a tinge of concern. 


The squad moved forward with measured steps, their senses 
heightened, and their weapons at the ready. As they approached one 
of the fallen clones, Delta Squad gained a clear view of the wounds 
that had been inflicted upon their fallen comrade. The sight was 
jarring, for the injuries defied explanation. 


"These wounds... they're unlike anything I've seen before," Fixer 
whispered, his voice filled with a mix of curiosity and unease. 


The wounds bore no resemblance to the seared and cauterized 
injuries typically caused by blaster bolts. Instead, they appeared 
fresh, as if inflicted by a different kind of weapon altogether. The 
entrance wounds were small and precise, indicating a projectile of 
considerable force, while the exit wounds were grotesque, tearing 
through the clone's armor and leaving a gruesome scene in its wake. 
It was as if a savage force had torn through the trooper's body, 
leaving behind a trail of devastation. 


The revelation puzzled the Deltas. No known droid weapon, nor any 
Geonosian armament, could have caused such profound damage to 
the clones' durable plasteel armor. The very thought sent a chill down 
their spines. What sort of weapon could possess such terrifying 
power? 


As the squad exchanged bewildered glances, a thunderous gunshot 
echoed through the canyon, shattering the silence. A bullet whizzed 
perilously close to Delta Squad, striking the wall behind them with a 
resounding impact. The sniper's presence was now irrefutable. 


"Ah piss!" A voice somewhere cursed. 


"Sniper! Take cover!" Boss barked, his voice laced with urgency. The 
commandos dove for the nearest available shelter, seeking refuge 
behind boulders and debris, their hearts pounding in their chests. 


Boss swiftly activated the squad's comm system, contacting Sev, their 
resident sniper specialist. "Sev, do you have eyes on the sniper?" he 
inquired, his tone a mix of concern and determination. 


"I'm working on it..." Sev replied, his voice strained with the weight 
of his task. Peering cautiously over his cover, he strained to locate 


the elusive enemy. But to his dismay, he found nothing. The sniper's 
position remained concealed, hidden amidst the elevated rock 
formations. 


Another shot rang out, causing Sev to instinctively duck, narrowly 
avoiding the projectile as it grazed the top of his cover. "Dammit! I 
can't see where the droid is!" he growled in frustration, his eyes 
scanning the surroundings for any sign of the elusive assailant. 


At that moment, a metallic and accented voice resonated through the 
canyon. "I'm gonna blow the inside of your head all over four 
counties!" the sniper droid taunted. 


Scorch couldn't help but interject, "That droid has a weird voice..." 


Undeterred by the sniper's taunts, Boss cautiously peered out from his 
cover, his eyes scanning the area for any sign of the assailant. With 
each passing second, the weight of the situation pressed upon him, 
and he knew that every decision carried dire consequences. Finally, 
amidst the rocky terrain, he spotted a faint muzzle flash from the top 
of the canyon. The sniper's position was revealed, but it was a 
challenging target, obscured by the elevation. 


Boss relayed his plan to his team, his voice firm and resolute. "Deltas, 
the enemy sniper is located! Here's the plan: two of us will provide 
suppressing fire while the rest make their way toward the entrance." 


Sev and Scorch nodded in acknowledgment, readying their weapons 
for the impending engagement. Sev deftly attached a sniper 
attachment to his DC-17m, while Scorch tightened his grip on his 
blaster, determination etched across his face. 


"The target's position is on top of the canyon. On my signal..." The 
boss ordered, his voice cutting through the tension that hung in the 
air. The squad held their breath, their senses heightened, awaiting 
the moment of action. After a few heart-stopping moments of 
anticipation, Boss's voice pierced the silence, "Now!" 


In perfect synchrony, Boss and Fixer burst from their cover, sprinting 
toward the entrance with unwavering determination. Simultaneously, 
Sev and Scorch, still concealed behind their shelters, unleashed a 


barrage of blaster fire toward the sniper's position atop the canyon. 
Scorch's shots whizzed past the agile sniper, who skillfully evaded the 
onslaught. 


Sev, his trained eye locked onto the sniper's head, momentarily found 
himself questioning the curious sight of a droid wearing a hat. But 
there was no time for such thoughts; the enemy had to be eliminated. 


With unwavering focus, Sev squeezed the trigger, releasing a laser 
shot hurtling through the air toward the sniper's position. To his 
astonishment, the sniper droid tilted its head at the last moment, 
narrowly evading the lethal shot. This split-second distraction proved 
to be all the sniper needed to counterattack. In a swift retaliatory 
move, it unleashed a return shot toward Sev, who had little room to 
dodge. The bullet found its mark, piercing through his shield and 
armor, eliciting a cry of pain from the valiant commando. 


Gritting his teeth against the searing pain, Sev clutched his bleeding 
shoulder. 


"T'm hit!" he called out in pain. 


"Sev!" Scorch cried out, his shock and concern palpable. Taking cover 
once more, Scorch braced himself as another sniper shot narrowly 
missed its mark. 


"You call that snipin'’? Hahahahaha!" The enemy droid sniper taunted 
at them. 


Meanwhile, Boss and Fixer, their progress momentarily halted by the 
shielded door that guarded the entrance, stared in dismay as the 
shield suddenly dissipated, leaving them vulnerable and exposed. 


The large door slid open revealing a small squad of droids poised for 
battle. Two B1 battle droids, one wielding a rocket launcher and the 
other a flamethrower, stood side by side. An OOM command droid, 
wearing a gas mask and armed with a rocket launcher of its own, 
aimed with calculated precision. A BX commando droid, armed with 
a grenade launcher, stood ready to unleash havoc. And towering 
above them all, a formidable B2-Super Battle Droid, inexplicably 
wielding a rotary cannon, emanated an air of formidable menace. 


The droids' weapons were trained on the two Delta members, and if 
they had faces, they would surely be smirking in smug satisfaction. 
The OOM command droid, its helmet concealing its photoreceptors, 
sneered at the commandos before them. 


"This Battle Droid has kicked your ass back to Kamino!" 


'Oh kriff...' Boss and Fixer's hearts raced as they sprinted for cover, 
uttering curses under their breath. The odd group of droids unleashed 
a barrage of projectiles and flames, their deadly accuracy evident. 


The whizzing slug bullets came perilously close, grazing the armor of 
the clone commandos as they desperately sought refuge. The sheer 
speed of the slug rounds made them a formidable challenge to evade, 
surpassing the velocity of their standard blaster rounds from the 
DC-17ms. The fact that the slug bullets were invisible further 
complicated matters, as the clone commandos struggled to discern 
their trajectory and pinpoint the source of the shots. 


With a surge of adrenaline, Boss dove behind a sturdy rock formation 
just in time to evade the relentless onslaught of the B2 Super Battle 
Droid's minigun. The menacing droid's laughter echoed through the 
canyon, its emotions more pronounced than the other B2s. 


"YAAAAAAAAAGGGHHH! Now it's coward-killing time!" the B2 
Super Droid jeered, its voice dripping with sadistic delight. It 
continued to unleash a storm of bullets, ruthlessly shredding the 
surroundings around the clone's cover. "HAHAHAHA! CRY SOME 
MORE!" 


Undeterred, the other members of Delta Squad fought valiantly, their 
combat instincts honed through countless battles. They had faced 
relentless opposition before—the unyielding hordes of droids, the 
formidable Geonosian Warriors—but this was unlike anything they 
had encountered. 


A thunderous explosion reverberated through the air, shaking the 
very ground beneath them. Scorch let out a startled yelp as a 
Commando Droid strategically lobbed grenade pills toward their 
position. The concussive force of the explosions partially destroyed 
their sturdy rock cover, sending debris flying in all directions. The 


ground trembled beneath them, adding to the chaos of the battlefield. 


"W-when I said I love blowing things up, I ONLY LOVE IT WHEN 
THE ENEMY IS GETTING THE SHORT END OF IT!" Scorch 
exclaimed, his voice laced with a mix of exhilaration and fear. 
Seeking refuge behind a massive boulder, he tightened his grip on his 
blaster, ready to retaliate. 


"Just shut up and keep firing!" Sev shouted above the cacophony, his 
voice tinged with urgency. From his vantage point, he squeezed off 
precise shots at the Commando Droid, attempting to disrupt its 
assault. However, the Commando Droid's drunken yet calculated 
movements allowed it to find cover, evading Sev's determined shots. 
In a split second, Sev instinctively ducked down to avoid a barrage of 
incoming bullets, their whistling sound grazing past him. 


The rest of Delta Squad found themselves locked in a relentless 
struggle against the unknown droids. The sheer unpredictability of 
their adversaries, with their relentless explosions of grenades and 
rockets, put the clone commandos at a significant disadvantage. 
Questions raced through their minds—were these unfamiliar droids a 
new variant, armed with advanced weaponry? What capabilities did 
they possess? 


"JUST HOW MANY ROCKETS DOES THAT THING HAVE!?" Scorch 
exclaimed, a mixture of awe and frustration coloring his voice. He 
was referring to the B1 Battle Droids, who seemed to possess an 
infinite supply of rockets, launching them with unwavering 
determination. 


Boss, his mind racing, quickly assessed the situation. He realized that 
the rockets were not necessarily intended to destroy their cover but 
rather to disorient and suppress them, making it difficult to mount a 
counterattack. The battlefield had turned into a chaotic symphony of 
explosions, bullets, and flames, pushing Delta Squad to its limits. 


Just what kind of droids are they facing?! 
—_xX— 


"This sucks..." Streak, a B1 Battle Droid with a cap and headset, 


slouched against the wall outside the entrance of the storage rooms in 
the Core ship. The weight of boredom pressed upon him as he 
absentmindedly tossed a baseball up and down in his hand. It was a 
name he had given himself a few months ago after the Commander 
had encouraged them to personalize their identities. 


Inside the storage rooms, the rest of Team Fortress Battle Droids 
lazed about, each engaged in their pursuits. They had been ordered 
by the Commander to retreat to the core ship following their intense 
clash with the battalion of clones earlier. However, Chief had been 
left behind to orchestrate a "special welcome party" for an 
unidentified guest. Streak couldn't fathom the details of this peculiar 
event, but he trusted the Commander's judgment. 


After all, he had already spilled his fair share of clone blood that day. 
Perhaps Chief was facing off against a group of elite special forces, or 
some other formidable adversary. Streak took solace in the fact that 
his comrade was capable and well-equipped for the task at hand. For 
now, their duty was to guard the core and await further orders. 


Yet, a distant explosion reverberated through the hallways, 
interrupting the lull of idleness. Streak's audial receptors perked up, 
and he couldn't help but wonder if that resounding boom was the 
very "special welcome party" the Commander had mentioned. 
Curiosity ignited within him, tempting him to venture forth and 
investigate. But he quickly dismissed such thoughts; it wasn't his 
place to question or interfere with the Commander's decisions. He 
refocused his attention on the baseball, its rhythmic ascent, and 
descent mirroring the ebb and flow of his thoughts. 


Minutes stretched into hours as Streak continued his vigil outside the 
storage rooms, guarding the core ship with a mixture of diligence and 
ennui. The monotony gnawed at him, and he yearned for some form 
of engagement to break free from the tedium. And then, a familiar 
voice broke the silence. 


"Hey, Streak!" a fellow B1-Scout Droid called out, assuming a playful 
stance with his hand extended. Streak turned his gaze towards the 
comrade, a glimmer of anticipation flickering within his 
photoreceptors. 


"Rock. Paper. Scissors!" the droid declared, challenging Streak to a 
game. 


At that moment, Streak's circuits tingled with a spark of excitement, 
grateful for this fleeting respite from the monotony. With a nod, he 
responded, "Alright!" 


—(Back to what is important!)— 


The battle outside the Core-ship raged on relentlessly between the 
Republic Commandos and the RED Team. Delta Squad fought with all 
their might, their blaster fire and explosive ordnance filling the air, 
while the Droids began to grow increasingly bored with the repetitive 
combat. 


Sensing the need for something out of the ordinary, Chief, the 
helmeted OOM-Command Droid, raised his hand in a commanding 
gesture, signaling his comrades to cease their relentless fire. The team 
followed suit, their weapons falling silent as the hail of gunfire and 
explosions came to an abrupt stop. 


Fixer, ever vigilant, cautiously peered out from behind his cover to 
confirm that the droids had indeed ceased their barrage. He quickly 
keyed in his comm device to relay the news to his team, "Boss, they 
stopped firing." 


Boss, always the cautious leader, slowly rose from his cover, scanning 
the battlefield with a wary eye. His gaze settled on three droids 
standing in the open: the Helmeted OOM-Command Droid, a B1- 
Battle Droid sporting a Cap and Headphones, and a sleek BX- 
Commando Droid wearing a Ski-mask. Boss couldn't help but wonder 
where that unexpected BX droid had come from. 


Before Boss could react or give any orders, the OOM-Command Droid 
shouted in its metallic, monotonous voice, "Prepare yourself, 
maggot!" 


Then, something extraordinary happened. The droids, as if 
choreographed, struck dramatic poses with calculated precision. In a 
flash, a title card materialized above the RED Team, displaying in 
bold letters: 


[RED TEAM of the Confederacy! ] 


The Clone Commandos, caught off guard by the unexpected 
appearance of the title card, exchanged bewildered glances. 


"What in the kriff's name are those clankers doing?" Boss questioned, 
his voice laced with a mix of confusion and annoyance. 


"Um... Boss," Scorch spoke up, pointing upwards, drawing the 
attention of the squad. They all gazed up and noticed the conspicuous 
title card hovering above them as well. 


[The Clones from that Republic Commando Game] 


Delta Squad stared at the title card, their brows furrowing in utter 
confusion and disbelief. Sev, ever the one to voice his thoughts, 
responded with an appropriate expletive, "What the fu-" 


—(Play "Glorious Morning Extended" by Waterflame)— 
[There should be a GIF or video here. Update the app now to see it.] 
[Round 1! Begin!] 


In a sudden twist, three members of Delta Squad found themselves 
standing face-to-face with Chief, a B1-Scout Droid, and a BX-Spy 
Droid, their weapons ominously raised and ready for combat. The 
Clone Commandos couldn't help but express their surprise at the 
surreal turn of events. 


"Did that just say round 1?" Boss muttered in disbelief, his gaze 
flicking between the droids and the floating title card. 


"Why is it displaying our names and profiles? And what's with the 
green bar?" Scorch pointed at the text and bars hovering above them. 
True to his observation, their personal information was being openly 
displayed for all to see, including the droids. 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [WNWWNN NNN] 

(Sev): [SWINNNNNNYNN] 

(Scorch): [ININW N NININININ SN] 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 
(Chief): [NNNNNN NN NY] 
(B1-Scout): [WINWNNNNN NS] 
(BX-Spy): [NWNNNNNN NN] 


Boss, still trying to make sense of the situation, turned to his team, 
his voice tinged with disbelief. "Wait, why are we standing out in the 
open and not taking cover?" 


"I don't know. Why are you?" Fixer chimed in from the sidelines, his 
tone filled with equal confusion. 


That was indeed a good question, and it seemed the droids were 
wondering the same thing. However, there was an even more 
perplexing realization: only three of the droids were facing the three 
Commandos. Wait... three Commandos? 


"Fixer, why the hell aren't you with us?!" Sev demanded, pointing an 
accusatory finger at the idle clone commando on the sidelines. 


"I don't know, sir. I felt it would be unfair," Fixer explained, his words 
causing the entire squad to exchange incredulous glances. 


"How in blazes is that unfair?!" Sev gestured towards the droids in 
front of them. 


"Well, you're only facing three of them while the rest are just 
standing on the sidelines," Fixer reasoned, leaving even the Clone 
Commando himself struggling to comprehend the logic. 


"That doesn't explain why you're not helping!" Sev shouted, his 
frustration evident. 


Meanwhile, Scorch's attention was drawn to the emergence of music 
playing in the background. He looked around, perplexed, and asked, 
"Where did all this music come from?" 


Before the argument could escalate further, the droids seized their 
opportunity and took their turn. Since they were technically the first 
to act, Chief bellowed at the clones, "If God wanted you to live, he 
would not have created me!" 


(@_ IBeacon of Defense @_!) 


Raising what appeared to be a beacon of sorts, Chief activated it, 
causing a brilliant blue aura to envelop the three droids. Icons 
materialized above their displayed names, accompanied by additional 
text. 


+ Defense 
+ Defense 
+ Defense 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 
(Chief 91!): [SNNNNNNNNN] 
(B1-Scout9_): [NNNNNNNNNY] 
(BX-Spy WL): [INNNNNNNNNN] 


The clones stood in stunned silence, their eyes fixed on the spectacle 
unfolding before them. The text "+ defense" sent a chilling wave of 
unease through their ranks. 


"That's not good," Scorch muttered, his voice tinged with genuine 
unease as the ominous situation began to sink in. 


"Shoot them!" The Clone Commando Leader shouted, attempting to 
fire his blaster, only to hear a clicking noise. "What the-?! Why is my 
blaster not working?" 


"Mine isn't working either-" Scorch began before he was abruptly 
interrupted. 


"A crit!" the B1-Scout exclaimed as he pulled out a slug-thrower 
pistol. 


(Pistol) 


He fired at Sev, who grunted in pain and clutched his left arm where 
he was hit. His brothers voiced their concerns, asking, "Sev, you 
okay?" 


"Argh, I'm fine!" Sev replied, releasing his shoulder to find no visible 
slug-thrower wounds. "What the...?" 


Their displays suddenly changed. 
Health -3 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [NWNNNNNNNN] 

(Sev): [INNNNNNNDOM) 

(Scorch): [NWNWNNNNNNSN] 


"Did that just..." 


Before the Clones could fully process it, the BX-Spy announced, "Little 
ball!" 


(Little Ball “@) 


The BX-Spy threw the object at Delta Squad, causing an explosion 
that dealt splash damage upon detonation. To the surprise of Delta 
Squad, they didn't blow up into smithereens. 


"What the?!" 


"How are we alive?!" Scorch exclaimed in shock, despite the pain 
coursing through his body. 


As they examined themselves, they looked up to see the display 
change once more. 


Health -3 
Health -7 
Health -3 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [WWWNNNNDMW] 
(Sev): INNND OOD) 
(Scorch): (NNNNNNN OM) 


They stared at it, and Scorch remarked, "Sev, I think if that green bar 
of yours becomes fully red, you might be done for!" 


"I think I figured that out!" Sev growled, preparing for another attack 
alongside his comrades. 


But to their surprise, the droids didn't continue their assault. Instead, 
they remained idle. 


"Why did they stop shooting at us?" Scorch questioned, but then 
noticed Boss' blaster was inexplicably glowing. 


Boss didn't care about the reason. He unleashed a spray of blaster 
bolts from his DC-17m, and the text display showed: 


(DC-17m Blaster Spread!) 


"Argh!" the droids exclaimed in pain as they were hit by the blaster 
bolts, though their defense mitigated some of the damage. Their 
health display changed accordingly. 


Health -1 
Damage Deflected 
Health -1 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 
(Chief 91!): [NNNNNNNNN 
(B1-Scout9_): [NNNNNNNNNY] 
(BX-Spy 9): [ISNNNNNNNN) 


"What the?! Now our blaster works?!" Sev shouted in anger, glaring 
at his weapon. "What kind of bantha-poodoo is this?!" 


Scorch, observing the situation, suddenly realizes, "Sir... I think we're 
taking turns." 


"Wait... Are you serious? We are taking turns attacking?!" Boss 
exclaims in disbelief. 


"Yeah, it's like those turn-based strategy holo-games on Kamino!" 
Scorch adds. 


"One, that's absurd. There's no way that's happening." Boss begins to 
argue, but Sev interrupts. 


"Argh! Enough of this!" Sev shouts, frustration evident in his voice. "If 
this is how it goes, then so be it!" 


(DC-17m w/Grenade Launcher Module “@) 


Sev equips the grenade launcher module on his DC-17m blaster and 
hurls a grenade at the droids. The explosion causes splash damage, 
inflicting moderate harm as their health decreases. 


Health -4 (Defense +) 
Health -3 (Defense +) 
Health -3 (Defense +) 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 


(Chief 9_)): (NNNNNND MMM) 
(B1-Scout9_): (NNNNNNN OO) 
(BX-Spy9_): (INNNNNNND OD) 


"|.you've got to be kidding me," Sev mutters in disbelief and 
frustration. 


"See? Just like a holo-game!" Scorch chimes in, stepping forward and 
getting imaginative. "Time for them to face the Scorch Special!" 


And indeed, Scorch delivers his signature move, the Scorch Special. 
(Scorch Special’) 


A glyph of the Republic symbol appears below Scorch's feet as he 
begins throwing grenades at the droids. He instinctively hurls one 
after another in rapid succession, creating a barrage of explosive 
chaos that surprises Delta Squad. 


After releasing a flurry of grenades, Scorch pulls out a detonator in 
the shape of a tube and presses the button. 


*BOOM* *BOOM* *BOOM* 


The ensuing explosions deal considerable damage to the droids, 
visibly reducing their health. 


Health -4 
Health -4 
Health -5 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 
(Chief 9_)): [SNM 1 W 1 i i} 
(B1-Scout 9): (NWN OOOO oo) 
(BX-Spy9_): [INN DDD mm) 


"Okay, HOW IN THE MANY MOONS ARE YOU ABLE TO THROW 
THAT MANY GRENADES?!" Sev exclaims, finding the situation 
utterly absurd. 


"I have no idea, and I'm loving every single moment of it!" Scorch 
laughs maniacally. 


",..1 think I'm high on death sticks," Boss mutters, unable to believe 
what he just witnessed. 


Despite suffering significant damage, the BX-Spy simply utters, 
"Bucket." 


"What?" Delta Squad looks on, puzzled. 
(¥ Bucket of Healing ©) 


True to its name, the bucket begins to glow, creating an area of effect 
that immediately heals the droids' wounds and replenishes their 
health. 


Health + 
Health + 
Health + 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 

(Chief 9): (NNNNNNNN NS) 
(B1-Scout9_): [NNNNNNNNNY] 
(BX-Spy WL): [INNNNNNNNNN] 


"Oh yeah!" Chief cheers. 
"Thanks, Pally!" the B1-Scout Droid cheers. 
Delta Squad, however, is dismayed by the turn of events. 


"Oh... kriff," Scorch mutters. 


"...kriffing bantha-poodoo," Sev growls at the unexpected turn of 
events. 


"It is like one of those holo-games!" Scorch added, somewhat 
unhelpfully. "They have healers, and that means Fixer could be our 
healer—" 


"Scorch now is not the time!" Sev angrily interrupted. 
As this exchange took place, the B1-Scout droid took its turn. 
(Bat Hit) 


"It's okay, guys! You still have me!" The B1-Scout droid exclaimed, 
running up to Sev with Bat in hand and hitting him on the head. 


"ARGH!" Sev screamed out as he was hit and knocked out as the 
Droid returns his team. 


Health -3 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [WNWWNNNNDMW] 
(Sev): [10 M0 0 1 10 00 10 10 Om ti} 
(Scorch): [NWNWWNNNNTM OW) 


(TEAM MEMBER FAINTED!) 


"Sev!" Boss exclaimed in worry but was reassured by the text display 
indicating that his teammate had fainted rather than being killed. 


"He's alright... I think?" Scorch unhelpfully remarked. 
A high-pitched whimper emanated from Sev's unconscious form. 


"Yep, he's alright!" the explosive expert said, as Sev lets out another 
high-pitched whimper. 


Then the OOM-Soldier used his shotgun on the clones. "You've 
dishonored this entire unit!" 


(Shotgun) 


The spray of bullets hit Boss, causing him to grunt in pain and his 
health to decrease. 


Health -4 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [NWN DMM Mm} 
(Scorch): [NWWWNNNNTM WD) 


The droids finish their turn as Fixer entered the fray. 


"Delta-40, here," Fixer stated, positioning himself between his 
comrades, and the display updated to include his name. 


[Teammate Joins the Game] 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [NWN mm) 
(Fixer): [NNINNNNNNNN] 
(Scorch): [NWNWWNWNNNTM OW) 


"Oh, and you finally joined?" Boss deadpanned at Fixer. 
"Fixer! Do you have bacta?" Scorch asked. 
"Yeah, I do—" 


"Wait! Let's get imaginative! We're fighting like we're in a holo 
game!" Scorch explained. 


"What does this have to do with—" Fixer started to ask. 

"Call your bacta the 'Fixer-Upper!" Scorch suggested. 
"Fixer-Upper?" the Tech Specialist looked at him incredulously. 
"Yeah!" 

".,.how does that-" 


"JUST DO IT!" Scorch's voice boomed through the air, filled with 
frustration and urgency. 


"Fine!" Fixer sighed, glancing down at his hands covered in bacta. He 
hesitated for a moment before muttering, "Um... Fixer Upper?" 


(Fixer Upper’) 


The healing abilities surged through Fixer's body, rejuvenating him 
and boosting his health. 


Health + 
Health + 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [WNWWNNNNNN] 

(Fixer): [INNNNNNNN NY] 

(Scorch): [ININW N N NINN] 


Scorch erupted in excitement, unable to contain his jubilation. "Yeah! 
Now that's what I'm talking about! We're back in the game, boys!" 


"I can't believe that actually worked..." Boss muttered, his gaze fixed 
on the scene unfolding before him, a mix of incredulity and relief 
washing over his face. 


Fixer, ever the practical and logical one, couldn't help but question 
the bizarre logic behind their current situation. "...how is this even 
possible? It defies all reason." 


Shaking off their disbelief, the squad pressed forward, ready to seize 
the moment. Scorch tightened his grip on a thermal detonator, a 
mischievous grin forming on his face. "Alright, boys! Watch this! Eat 
boom, Clankers!" 


With a swift motion, Scorch lobbed the explosive device toward the 
droids. The detonator exploded upon impact, causing significant 
damage to their health. However, the droids' sturdy defense boost 
lessened the overall impact. 


Health -3 
Health -3 
Health -3 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 


(Chief O_)): (NNNNNNND MM) 
(B1-Scout9_): (NNNNNNN OM) 
(BX-Spy9_): (INNNNNNND OM) 


The droids grunted in pain, their mechanical bodies visibly affected 
by the explosive attack. It was now Boss's turn, and he aimed with his 
trusty DC-17m equipped with the sniper module. Focusing his aim, 
he fired a precise shot directly at Chief, targeting his weak point. 


(DC-17m w/ Sniper Module [Critical] ¥#€) 


"Argh!" Chief howled in pain as the sniper shot landed with critical 
precision, causing severe damage and significantly reducing his 
health. 


Health -4 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 


(Chief 9): (NNN DOOM Mm) 
(B1-Scout9_): (NNNNNNN OO) 
(BX-Spy9L_): (INNNNNNNO OM) 


Witnessing their leader's vulnerability, the B1-Scout bellowed with 
determination. "You morons are about to catch a real beatin'!" He 
retrieved a mysterious beverage-like concoction and consumed it 
through his non-existent mouth, triggering an extraordinary effect 
that bolstered his allies. 


(XLICrit-Boost! XL!) 


The droids' damage output increased exponentially, their attacks 
becoming more formidable. 


Damage Increase + 
Damage Increase + 
Damage Increase + 


RED TEAM of the Confederacy: 
(Chief 9_X_)): (INNND OOOO) 
(B1-Scout9_/X_)): (INNNNNNND MM) 
(BX-Spy9_X_): [ISSNNNNN DO) 


Delta Squad watched the turn of events with a foreboding sense of 
unease. 


"That's not good..." Scorch's voice quivered, mirroring the squad's 
shared apprehension. 


Gathering their resolve, Chief took charge. "Let's do this! Chief to the 
BX-Spy, Spy!" 


The BX-Spy nodded in acknowledgment. "But of course!" 


The two clones synchronized their movements, executing a mind- 
boggling maneuver that defied all logic and reason. 


"Incoming!" The BX-Spy contorted his body into a graceful stance, 
interlocking his hands to create a stable platform. Chief swiftly 
propelled himself onto the makeshift platform, launching high into 
the air. The Soldier Droid seamlessly transformed into... A GIANT 
BOOT! 


(JICONFEDERATE BOOT |) 


"Confederate Boot!" Chief announced triumphantly. 
"What the fu-" 


Caught off guard by the unexpected turn of events, Boss struggled to 
utter a word before the colossal boot came crashing down upon them. 
The tremendous impact sent shockwaves through the commando 
team, their bodies crushed and their health rapidly depleting. 


"AAAAARGH!" The Clone Commandos screamed in agony, their 
consciousness fading as they succumbed to their injuries. 
Unconscious and wounded, they lay sprawled on the unforgiving 
desert terrain. 


The Clones from that Republic Commando Game: 
(Boss): [10 10 0 10 10 00 10 10 C0 tj 
(Fixer): [00 O00 O00 O00 C00 00 OD OD OO 
(Scorch): [0 (0 (0 (0 O00 000 0 C0 C0 


The victorious droids gazed down at the fallen and broken forms of 


the clones, reveling in their triumph. 


"You're dead, and that's good, amen!" Chief declared with a hint of 
sadistic satisfaction, somehow reverting to his original form. 


Just then, a transmission crackled through Chief's comms, signaling 
an incoming message from their Commander. He accepted the 
transmission, the Commander's voice booming in his ears. "/Chief, 
did you deliver the Special Welcome Party?/" 


"Yes, sir! We delivered, and it went well!" Chief reported dutifully, 
while Scorch emitted a high-pitched whimper of discomfort. 


"/Hahahaha! Excellent! Now head back to the core ship! We'll be 
departing in approximately ten minutes!/" the Commander's voice 
echoed triumphantly from the other end. 


"Sir, yes, sir!" OOM-117 acknowledged, swiftly cutting off the 
communication. He then turned to his team, determination etched on 
his face. "Alright, men, let's make our way back. Our mission here is 
complete." 


The droids stood there for some before... 
"Conga?" Chief suggested. 


"CONGA|" The rest of the RED Team cheered as Chief danced the 
conga line with the droids following from behind. 


With that, the group began their conga dance back to the core ship. 
Meanwhile, the unconscious Clone Commandos lay motionless on the 
desert floor, occasionally releasing faint whimpers of pain and 
discomfort. 


".,.confederate boot..." Scorch whimpered, his voice barely audible 
amidst the desolate landscape. 


—_xX— 
/Five Minutes Before Departure/ 


The intercoms of the core ship sounded out throughout the vessel as 


it begins to prime its engines. Droids and Organic Crew Members 
alike did their part and ensure the entire ship is functional. 


Inside the bridge, Richard sits comfortably on the command chair, 
he's as happy as by Gmod Modder or TF2 Player can be. After all, 
disaster has been averted. At least on his end: The Core-Ship remains 
undamaged and protected, Arya is now safe, and the Clone 
Commandos are dealt with but not so much so killed, rather 
unconscious. 


But that's fine, he wants to have more fun. After all, where's the fun 
in getting the main players killed when the game starts? But wait, do 
they even count as main players? Or just side-players? Meh, who 
cares... 


Anyways, just a few minutes before the core ship leaves the planet. 
While that's happening, he watches through the security cameras 
showing the interior of the hanger bay, as a transport vessel enters 
and lands onto the hanger bay. And to his delight, the occupants are 
BLU Team and Arya, which means they did their duty and kept his 
friend safe, so yay! 


Still, Richard kind of wishes he got some action and fought some 
Republic maggots instead of playing Men of War: Star Wars Edition. 
But hey, beggars can't be choosers and all that jazz. Still, he enjoys 
the nice relaxing comfort inside the Lucrehulk Core ship... by 
relaxing, he means sitting down on a command chair doing 
absolutely nothing but giving orders while the entire ship shakes 
around him from enemy artillery fire... 


Yep... fucking relaxing indeed. But never mind resting, the ship will 
be lifting off soon! And just as the author said that the intercoms 
announced its departure. 


"/Core Ship Departing./" 


As it said this, the Core Ship begins ascending from the ground with 
many other Core Ships following suit as they left the atmosphere of 
Geonosis and eventually reattaching themselves onto the ring-hull of 
the Lucrehulk Battleships/Carriers. 


Seeing that the whole battle is over, he lets out a sigh of relief and 
said to the crew, "We almost died on that hill! But dammit, survived, 
didn't we?" 


The crew members, both Neimodians and Droids alike look at the 
odd commander before one of the Neimodian crew members spoke, 
"Um... why are you sitting in that command chair? You know that's 
reserved for Captain." 


"I am the captain! Well, um... commander! I commandeer this chair!" 


",.but... that's not you're not even a commander, yet-." The 
Neimodian was then cut off. 


"Hey! Trench put me in charge of the defense of this ship! So in 
hindsight that makes me commander!" Richard argued. 


".,.only temporarily." The Neimodian said. 


Then the door of the bridge opens, revealing the Captain of the core 
ship. The Neimodian captain sees Richard seating on, "Hey! Get out 
of the command chair, recruit!" 


"Aaaaand that's my cue!" Richard runs out bridge much to the 
confusion of the crew in the bridge. 


As runs down corridors, he heads to the hanger bay. Once he reached 
the hanger, the door slides open revealing Arya approaching him 
with BLU Team. He smiles seeing his friend has made it out of the 
battle alive, though most of the reason why she made out it alive is 
mostly done by BLU Team's effort and intervention still it's nice to see 
she made it out somewhat unscathed. 


"Hahaha!" Richard laughed as he approaches her, "I see you pulled 
through! Good to know that Quick-Fix and his Team did their part!" 


Arya looks at him and smiles at his words, "Yeah..." she looks at 
Quick-Fix who gave her a two-fingered salute, "I... I wouldn't have 
been here if it weren't for them. If it weren't for your help." 


"Yeah..." Richard smirks, "I told you I keep my end of the bargain! 
Hahaha!" 


"But... how did they reach the droid foundry?" Arya questioned, "Last 
I recall, you had RED Team in your transport but BLU Team 
remained in the academy..." Quick-Fix side glance goes unnoticed so 
did the B1-Engineers' shifting forms. 


"Ha, I just planned!" Richard dismissed her questions, "After all, it's 
not like it's possible to teleport someone to another place in an 
instant!" 


Arya hums in thought behind the reason before saying, "I supposed 
that makes sense..." 


"Yeah..." Richard said before the door behind him slides open and 
RED Team enters the hangar and approaches their commander. 
Richard turns around and sees RED Team, "Ah, RED Team they're 
here!" He looks at Arya with a smile and said, "Welp, to get going." 


Just as the unusual commander started walking towards the RED 
Team, he stops on his track and looks over to his shoulder, "...that 
reminds me. BLU Team will be under your command for now." 
Richard revealed much to the shock of Arya, she didn't expect that, 
"Consider this as a gift from me. You were the first friend I had in the 
academy. And, what kind of friend am I if BLU Team is just a one- 
time thing?" 


"Woah..." Arya looks surprised, "Rick, you... you don't have to do 
that." 


"Weeell, I want to. Plus, as I said, you're my first friend and comrade." 
Richard explained, "You don't have to worry about maintenance, 
Quick-fix and engineers will handle that." He gestures to the modified 
B1 Battle Droids. 


"Yeah!" 
"Jahow!l!!" 


Arya looks at them before she turns to look at Richard again, he is 
already walking out of the hangar with RED Team following him. She 
appreciated 


"So, Herr Commandant, vhat is your first order of business?" 


She smiles, already thinking of her next order of business. 
—_xX— 


The Lucrehulk-Class Battleship emerged from hyperspace, its massive 
hull casting a shadow over the Confederate Controlled System. As the 
ship settled into orbit above the planet, Richard gazed out of the 
window, his eyes widening with awe. He had encountered CIS ships 
before, during his previous ventures to Raxus and his transformation 
into an irrational being. However, something was captivating about 
witnessing an entire fleet of them, all in perfect formation. The sight 
of Munificent Frigates, Lucrehulk vessels, and infamous Providence- 
Class Destroyer/Carriers stretching across the expanse left him 
breathless. 


The desire to command one of those vessels burned within Richard's 
heart. He yearned to unleash his creativity and modify it to his 
heart's content, knowing that with his tool gun in hand, he possessed 
the power to make anything possible. 


"Commander," Chief's voice broke through Richard's reverie, pulling 
him back to reality. "You're called to the command center." 


Richard tore his gaze away from the window, his excitement still 
visible in his eyes. "Noted! Let's go." 


The pair made their way through the winding corridors of the 
Lucrehulk, the ship's hum resonating in their ears. After what seemed 
like an eternity, they arrived at the entrance of the command center. 
Just as they were about to step inside, the doors slid open, revealing 
Arya walking out. Surprise flickered across her face as she spotted 
Richard. 


"Oh, Rick!" Arya's voice carried a mix of delight and curiosity. "I 
didn't expect to see you here." 


Rick waved at her with a grin. "Hey, Arya! I presume Admiral Trench 
called you in too?" 


"Yes," Arya nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Trench 
assigned me my ship and promoted me. I'm now Captain Arya!" 


"Congratulations!" Richard's face lit up with genuine happiness for his 
friend. "Which ship will you be commanding?" 


"It's one of the Recusant Light Destroyers! Can you believe it?" Arya's 
voice brimmed with enthusiasm. "I can't wait to set foot on it. I 
wonder what I should name it. Anyway, I'll be heading to my ship 
now. Trench is waiting for you." 


Richard watched Arya's departing figure with a mixture of pride and 
a tinge of envy. He had hoped for a similar promotion and a chance 
to command a more formidable vessel. Nevertheless, he pushed aside 
those feelings and turned his attention to the command center's 
entrance. Anticipation and excitement surged through him as he 
crossed the threshold, Chief following closely behind. 


The room hummed with activity, droids diligently working on 
consoles or scuttling about their tasks. In the center stood a holo 
table, with Trench and his tactical droid positioned behind it. Richard 
couldn't help but notice the alcoholic beverage in Trench's hand, an 
unusual sight given the gravity of the situation. 


"Ah, Cadet Mann. Or should I say, Officer Mann," Trench's voice held 
a hint of weariness, his gaze fixed on Richard. He took a swig from 
his drink, the gesture betraying a trace of apprehension. "You're here 
as ordered. I have something important to discuss with you." 


Richard straightened his posture, the excitement in his eyes 
undimmed. "Sir! I'm here as you ordered, sir! What do you wish to 
talk about?" 


Trench's gaze met Richard's, and for a moment, an unspoken 
understanding passed between them. The Admiral's weariness seemed 
to dissipate, replaced by a glimmer of respect. 


"With the war declared in the Republic, you will be given command 
of your very own vessel," Trench began, his voice carrying a weighty 
significance. "Given your track record in the simulations over the past 
two years, I believe you will excel in ground combat. Your 
unorthodox approach, aggressive and unpredictable, makes you a 
fine commander on the battlefield—a master of manipulation and 
deception." 


Richard's heart swelled with pride, his mind racing with the 
possibilities that lay ahead. Finally, the moment he had been waiting 
for—the chance to prove himself. 


"Henceforth," Trench continued, taking another swig from his drink, 
"you will be given the rank of..." 


Richard's eyes under his helm glimmer with anticipation and then... 
",,.Commander." 


The words hung in the air, and Richard's initial elation waned. 
Commander? H-he's going to be a commander? That wasn't the high- 
ranking position he had envisioned. He stood frozen, his mind 
grappling with a mix of disappointment and determination. Okay, 
maybe being a commander wouldn't be that bad- 


"And you'll be in command of a Munificent-Class Starfrigate," Trench 
added, his voice betraying a hint of amusement. 


ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?! The revelation struck Richard 
like a blow to the gut. He commanded one of the expendable ships— 
the cannon fodder of the fleet. It felt like a cruel twist of fate, a slap 
in the face after all his accomplishments. He wanted to protest, to 
unleash his anger and frustration, but he knew better than to 
challenge Trench's decision openly. 


Chief's voice broke through the haze of Richard's thoughts, oblivious 
to his commander's internal turmoil. "Congratulations, Commander! I 
knew you'd make it!" 


Richard forced a smile, although it felt strained. Deep down, he 
questioned why he had been assigned such a ship. It lacked the 
imposing presence and firepower of the vessels he had admired 
earlier. He had proven himself as a capable leader, yet he was 
handed a vessel that seemed destined for a swift demise. Was this 
some sort of test or part of a larger plan? 


As Richard mulled over the possibilities, he made a silent pact with 
himself. Regardless of the reasons behind his assignment, he would 
make the most of it. Even with his TF2/Gmod/SFM powers, he 


wanted to experience the challenges and obstacles that lay ahead. He 
straightened his posture, saluting Trench with newfound resolve. 


"Thank you, sir! This is an honor! I'll be sure to make the Confederacy 
proud." 


Though disappointment lingered within him, Richard recognized that 
beggars couldn't be choosers. He had the opportunity to lead, to 
make a difference, and he would seize it. With Chief faithfully by his 
side, he walked out of the command center, ready to face the trials 
that awaited him even if it meant commanding one of the fleet's less 
glamorous ships. 


Hmm... perhaps some upgrades would be in order. 
—_xX— 


Trench watched as Richard left the command room. He lets out a sigh 
before taking a swig of his drink. The 16th time since he evacuated 
from Geonosis. 


While some would find his choice of rank for Richard to be unfair 
since A). He did prove his worth as a leader in the simulations; B). He 
is shown to respect his superiors; C). He's very patriotic to the 
Confederacy. But there's one thing Trench could not ignore... Richard 
Mann is just too unpredictable with his tactics and strategy which 
means his allies would have difficulty coordinating with him. 


In war, coordination and synchronization were essential for success. 
A commander had to be able to work seamlessly with allied forces, 
anticipating their actions and ensuring a unified front. Richard's 
unorthodox approach threatened to disrupt the established order and 
create chaos on the battlefield. The prospect of coordinating with him 
left many uneasy, unsure of how to adapt to his ever-changing plans. 


Only a select few could truly comprehend the mind of Richard Mann, 
making it difficult for others to anticipate his next move. 


Which is why he placed him in the rank of Commander, entrust him 
with a Munificent Frigate as his flagship. It was a deliberate choice, 
one that diverged from the more prestigious Recusant-class ships 


given to other capable officers like Captain Arya. Trench wanted to 
test Richard's ability to manage his own resources and forces, to see if 
he could adapt his tactics to the limitations of a less imposing vessel. 


But Trench... he's getting too old for this shit. 


"I'm getting too old for this, shit." The Harch said before taking a long 
swig of his drink, a habit he has picked up because of Richard's 
antics. 


I just said that you anthropomorphic spider- FUCK! I forgot he can't 
hear me! 


Anyways, Trench then turns his attention to his tactical droid and 
said, "Bring in the other cadet..." 


The Tactical Droid nodded and relayed the order. 
—x— 


After a momentous meeting with Trench, Richard Mann and his loyal 
team, RED Team, embarked on a journey through the labyrinthine 
corridors of the colossal Confederate battleship. Their footsteps 
echoed in harmony, their spirits high, as they made their way to the 
hangar where their next chapter awaited them. 


As they reached the entrance to the hangar, anticipation pulsed 
through their veins. The automated doors slid open with a gentle 
hiss, revealing a scene that captivated their senses. A sleek transport 
ship, bathed in the soft glow of hangar lights, stood before them, an 
emissary of adventure and conquest. Its hull gleamed with a pristine 
sheen, promising a voyage through the stars. 


Without hesitation, Richard and his team boarded the vessel, their 
footsteps resounding on the metallic floor. The ship's engines roared 
to life, drowning out all other sounds, as it ascended from the 
Lucrehulk-class battleship's hangar bay. As the transport ship 
breached the celestial veil, the expanse of space unfolded before 
them, a breathtaking tapestry of shimmering stars and distant 
galaxies. 


Time seemed to blur as they traversed the cosmos, drawing nearer to 


their destination—the Munificent-class frigate that would serve as 
Richard's command vessel. Their excitement mingled with a tinge of 
apprehension, for they knew that great challenges awaited them on 
this grand stage of galactic conflict. 


The ship's descent was graceful, akin to a celestial dance, as it 
approached the awaiting frigate. With a gentle thud, the landing 
gears made contact with the frigate's hangar bay floor, and the ramp 
lowered, inviting them into their new domain. Richard stepped off 
the transport ship, his gaze sweeping across the expansive hangar. 


The ceiling racks housed dormant vulture droids, their wings folded 
neatly, awaiting the call to soar into battle. The hangar itself teemed 
with activity, as battle droids marched in formation, their 
synchronized movements a testament to their training and discipline. 


Richard couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement within him. 
While the Munificent frigate may not have been the exact vessel he 
had envisioned commanding, the very essence of the Confederate war 
machine pulsed through its walls. The potential for upgrades and 
modifications with his trusty Tool Gun ignited his imagination, each 
thought more audacious than the last. He envisioned turning this 
already formidable ship into a true capital ship killer, a force to be 
reckoned with among the stars. 


However, he knew that such modifications would have to wait for a 
more opportune moment, away from prying eyes. Richard reveled in 
the clandestine nature of his plans, a secret well-guarded within his 
mind. 


Streak, the B1-Scout Droid, couldn't contain his awe as he surveyed 
their new surroundings. "So... this is our ship now. I like it!" he 
exclaimed, his voice brimming with youthful enthusiasm. 


Chief stood tall and proud. "Indeed, Private! This is our ship, a vessel 
that will carry us to glory! It may not be the first of its kind, but it is 
ours to command with honor!" His voice resonated with a deep sense 
of duty, infusing the hangar with a renewed sense of purpose. 


The RED B1-Medic tapped Richard's shoulder. "If you don't mind me, 
Herr Kommandant, I shall make my way to the Medical Bay." 


Richard nodded to which the RED B1-Medic departed from the group 
to the medical bay. 


The BX-Spy Droid, turned its attention to the newly appointed 
Commander. With a sly grin, it asked, "So, Le Commandant, now that 
you own this Munificent frigate, what shall you name it?" 


Richard's brows furrowed as he pondered the question, his mind a 
whirlwind of possibilities. He had never given much thought to the 
ship's name before, so caught up in the thrill of their adventures on 
Geonosis. But now, the weight of responsibility settled upon his 
shoulders, urging him to choose a name befitting their journey. 


After a moment of contemplation, Richard's face lit up with a 
mischievous smile. 


"Standin 1," 


The odd commander declared with conviction. "That shall be the 
name of our magnificent vessel of the Confederacy!" 


The BX-Spy Droid mused, its metallic French voice tinged with 
intrigue. "Standin 1? Hmm... not bad at all. It carries a certain 
charm." 


Chief, patriotic as his commander, nodded approvingly. "Standin 1 it 
is, Commander! A name that will be spoken with reverence and fear 
on the Republic Maggots!" 


Richard basked in the unanimous agreement, a surge of pride welling 
within him. Standin 1, a name that paid homage to a map from Team 
Fortress 2, was a testament to his past. A time when he had fun 
playing such a game... despite their flaws. 


"Now, my comrades," Richard addressed his team, his voice filled 
with determination. "We have a brief respite before our mission. 
Explore the ship, familiarize yourselves with every nook and cranny! 
Prepare yourselves for the battles that lie ahead!" 


RED Team responded with renewed enthusiasm, scattering in 
different directions, their footsteps echoing throughout the hangar. 
Richard, his gaze lingering on the bustling scene, found solace in the 


sight of droids marching in perfect harmony, their mechanical 
precision a testament to their design. 


As he made his way toward the helm, his thoughts danced between 
the possibilities that lay before him. Should he reach out to Arya and 
inquire about her well-being? Or maybe ask for the 500 credits she 
owes him? 


Or perhaps... 


...Richard then pulled out his trusty Tool Gun. He looks at it before 
he gazed at the regular battle droids patrolling the hangar bay. A wry 
smirk formed on his lips as he contemplated the chaos and creativity 
that lay within his grasp. 


Maybe, some adjustments on these droids could help pass the time. 
After all... 


...why stay idle when you have all the free time to make your soldiers 
as deathly insane mercenaries from that military millinery simulator 
game? 


To be Concluded. 
(Incoming Call from BattleDroid1106) 


Accepts call as it face times to BD1106 in car while being pursued by 
the police 


"Hello! Readers! It is I, BattleDroid1106! I was hiding this phone in 
my ***hole! I escaped from jail and the police are coming" The 
author explained as he steers the wheel, "I hope you enjoyed the 
chapter and stay tuned to the next one! And in the mean time, can I 
borrow twelve thousand dollars?" 


VictorJLazarus says, "YES!" 


"Excellent!" BattleDroid1106 said as the police cruiser comes in view 
before the police fired a rocket him, "AAAAH-!!!" 


(Calls Ended) 
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Custom Cover 


New Biography Picture 


Richard Mann and Friends 


MEET THE RED TEAM! 


MEET THE BLU TEAM 


THE GONK-LOAD! 


RED TEAM IN A RAMPAGE! 


Hope you like this filler content, and stay stunned for the next 
chapter. 


Chapter 5: Gmodding 
Adjustments! 


When it comes to Isekai Tropes and Reincarnation FanFiction in 
general, what did you expect to happen in those books or stories 
based on your overall experience? What did you expect when Richard 
Mann died and got reincarnated? Is it: 


A. MC dies and is reincarnated into an Anime Fantasy Setting with 
OP Powers, then gains a harem of beautiful and sexy anime girls with 
huge titties and thighs? 


B. MC dies and is reincarnated into an already established franchise 
with OP Powers then gains a harem from characters of said 
established franchise? 


C. MC dies and is reincarnated then lives his life in his second 
chance? 


*Readers' answers: 
A.wW 
Bw 
Cw * 


...if you choose all of the above, well... 


"YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE-" *BOOM* *BOOM* 
*BOOM* 


"Not again! Someone get the firefighter droids!" One of the B1 Battle 
Droids screamed out to the nearby droids behind him. 


"Fire! Fire! Fire in the hanger!" 


"Someone get the fire extinguisher!" 
"Roger, Roger!" 
... You'd be wrong thinking of that... 


Amid the ongoing war that began not too long ago, which is the last 
chapter since we've established that this is only perhaps hours after 
the battle of Geonosis, newly appointed CIS Officers are gradually, 
but slowly adapting to their roles in the Confederate Navy and Army. 
All of them making plans or assigning tasks for their role in a war 
that has begun. 


This would be stressful for anyone to bear these many 
responsibilities, especially those who never fought in a war before. 
But our resident Gmodder/TF2 Player, Richard Mann, is a whole 
different story, like the one you're reading right now! 


Thanks to his extensive knowledge of movies, and TV shows he 
watched (at most related to the Clone Wars), he quickly took charge 
as the commander of his vessel, the Standin 1, very smoothly and 
with ease than his fellow officers could even grasp their new 
responsibilities. Next, he began making gradual changes to the 
interior of his ship. At least, changes that wouldn't be too noticeable 
to his allies... yet. 


The obvious change would be the droids of the Munificent Frigate. 


Ever since he was given command of the Standin 1, it has become a 
hotbed (at least for the regular droids inside said ship) of crazy 
shenanigans. Far from the prying eyes of his superiors or anyone who 
didn't bother visiting his ship. It involves lots of migraine-inducing, 
logic-defying nonsense that non-gmodders can't fully comprehend 
without losing a brain cell or two. 


As the RED Team gets accustomed to the ship's interior, Chief, the 
RED Soldier Droid, is in the hanger bay and standing before a group 
of droids, both B1 and B2 units, (B) stood in formation. Exuding 
authority, he begins his routine, which most readers should be 
familiar with... 


OOM-117 shouts, "ATTTEEEEEEEEENNNTTION!" 


Chief shouts at the top of his lungs(?) to gain the attention of the 
Battle Droids that are currently in the hangar, most of them already 
in formation with their backs straightened. 


After getting their attention, the Command Droid surveyed the droids 
and nodded, satisfied with the result. Thus, he begins drilling the 
regular droids, just like his master before him. 


"If fighting were to result in victory then you must fight!" He says as 
he walks back and forth in front of the first line of droids, "My 
Commander said that! And I say he knows a little more of fighting 
than you do pal because we learned from it!!" He continues his drill 
speech, to the thousands of Battle Droids, after he pokes one of the 
droids' heads before he stops. 


"Then he perfected it so that no living droid or man would best him 
in the ring of honor!" Chief proclaims before he faced them before 
again grabbing the two thermal detonators behind his back while 
saying, "Then he used his fight money to buy two of every animal on 
Earth and then he herded them onto a boat, and then he beat the 
crap out of every single one." He mimes a walking motion with the 
grenades before clashing them against each other for emphasis, 
which causes the in-front droids to step back in anticipation the 
detonators would blow up, but it didn't happen. 


OOM-117 puts the grenades away, laughing to himself. 


"Hehehehe..." But he stops himself and quickly continues, "...And 
from that day forward, anytime a bunch of animals is in one place, 
it's called a ZOO!" He shouts up close and personal to one of the B1 
Battle Droids who steps back in slight fear of this... 


",,.Unless it's a farm." He says after he leans back, with a less 
energetic tone. 


The Thousands of Droids look at each other confused by the speech 
that was given to them by this unusual droid, who so happens to be 
the so-called Second in Command of Commander Mann. 


"Now!" Chief shouted, which made the droids focus their attention on 
him once me, "The Commander has placed me in charge of ensuring 
that all of you are in tip-top shape! He wants soldiers ready for 
battle! Not cannon fodder made to be disposable! He wants cannon 
fodder which is dangerous and less disposable! 


One B1 Battle Droid raises his hand, "Um... sir, aren't we built to be" 
He gets a pie splattered on his face faster than he could calculate. 
Where did that come from? 


"SHUT YOUR TRAP, MAGGOT! DON'T SPEAK UNLESS SPOKEN TO!" 
Chief yelled which caused the B1 Battle Droid, who had a pie splay 
on his face, to flinch in fear and stay silent, "As I was saying, 
Commander Mann wants combat-capable troops not adequate 
capable troops! So it's my job that you maggots will be more lethal 
than any of your predecessors! The Republic maggots will think twice 
about ever fighting you, and I will train you the same way our 
commander taught us! He didn't call us disposable, he treated me and 
my squad like actual soldiers! He wants what is best for us when this 
war begins! Not toy soldiers to be destroyed when he's angry or 
messes around! No... he is what a commander officer should be to 
both organic and droids!" 


This inspires the droids. The idea that their organic commanding 
officer is looking out for them and ensuring they're in tip-top 
condition makes them respect the unusual commander. 


"Now that I got that out of the way... ""OQOM-117 glared at them and 
yelled, "DROP AND GIVE ME TWENTY!" 


"Roger, Roger!" The droid replied in affirmative did just that and 
began doing push-ups as the unusual droid commanding officer 
yelled at them all the way, even the hulking B2s are doing push-ups. 
And despite being a successor of the Bls, somehow OOM-117 made 
himself terrifying for even the B2-Super Battle Droids... 


...it's because he keeps on yelling at them nonstop. 


",..YOU CALL THAT A PUSH-UP, YOU ROBUST MAGGOT?! I'VE 
SEEN GONK DROIDS DO BETTER PUSH-UPS THAN YOU! HELL! 
OUR GONK DROID DOES BETTER PUSH-UPS!" 


"Gonk!" 
"YOU'RE WELCOME!" 


..anyways, as for the other RED Droids in the hanger, there were two 
other RED B1-Soldiers with OOM-117, observing Chief's antics with 
pride (even joining him in training the droids with all the yelling) 
while the regs, as the TF2fied droids like to call them, express a 
simultaneous sense of fear and uncertainty. Probably because of how 
Chief is presenting himself as unhinged and unstable to regular 
droids before him which left many wondering why he is the way he 
is. And it doesn't have anything to do with their commander. 


".,.Yer arses arse and I'm the grass man, punk yeah ya havin' 
heathen." A BX-Demo Droid slurred, lying on his back on a crate. 


"Any one of you, I..." Another BX-Demo Droid belches out. 


"Any of you that think ye're better 'n me you're gon' have another 
thing c-..." the other BX-Demo Droid slurred. 


".,.How the heck can droids get drunk?" A B1 Battle Droid questioned 
whether or not he's malfunctioning or what he's seeing is happening. 


"I... I'm not sure myself." Another B1 Battle Droid admitted, 
confirming his friend that, no he's malfunctioning or experiencing an 
error in his processor. And it is exactly what's happening before the 
small group of B1 Battle Droids. 


On the other part of the hanger RED BX-Demo Droids are lying or 
leaning on nearby crates, seemingly intoxicated from their constant 
scrumpy drinking. The local droids wonder how could droids even 
get intoxicated in the first place. Especially for advanced models like 
the BX-Commando Droids? Isn't that design flaw to make droids 
easily drunk from drinking? More so, HOW ARE THEY EVEN ABLE 
TO DRINK IN THE FIRST PLACE?! 


A mystery yet to be known because trying to make sense or logic of 
anything that doesn't make sense or logic would lead to eventual 
migraine and excessive drinking. 


Don't believe me? Go ask Trench, yourself! He drinks twice as 


Demoman now! 


Anyways, over in the armory, the B2-Heavy Droids lovingly maintain 
their Mini-guns, expressing an odd, parental-like affection for their 
weapons as if said weapons are babies. The sight leaves the other 
droids somewhat perplexed, questioning why these B2-Super Battle 
Droids are so attached to their weapons, akin to an owner's love for 
their pet. 


Elsewhere in the ship, Streak and another RED B1-Scout named Blurr 
are huddled together, browsing the holo.net for some... 


*suspicious clicking and typing sounds* 
..intriguing data... 


"Oh, yeah! Rule 34, baby!" Streak's exclamation reverberated through 
the room, accompanied by an unmistakably eager tone. All eyes 
turned toward the holographic screen displaying content that had 
captured the attention of these curious droids. 
Regular droids within earshot exchanged glances of both disgust and 
bewilderment. What in the galaxy were these droids doing, delving 
into the depths of some organic... adult site? 
..okay, moving on! 
"I wish I have a dick, I wanna stick my rod into that ass!" 
....1 said moving on! 
"Shake that Twi'lek ass!" Blurr cheered as well. 
MOVING ON!!! 
"Ooooh yeah~" 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!!! 

---[Technical Difficulties! Please Hold!]--- 


...Alright, I think we've moved past... that. 


Now — wait, where are these jars of 'Mad Milk' coming from- oh god, 
why?! I can see like... 50 of them around those Droids' workplace! 


J-just... just how?! 
How is that possible!? 
...Well... 


...dear viewers, enjoy that mental image in your beautiful mind of 
yours. 


The author has no regrets. 


Now, behold the RED B1-Pyros, delighting in their fiery antics, while 
the regular droids seem to have chosen the right option to stay at a 
safe distance, seemingly wise to steer clear of these pyromaniac bots. 
Nearby firefighter droids remain on standby, presumably to intervene 
should the flames go out of control. A tamed spectacle, I dare say, in 
comparison to the earlier... escapades. 


...Letsnotmentionthat. 


"Should we extinguish the fire?" one of the B1-Fire Fighter Droids 
queried, gaze locked on the B1-Pyros lounging around their fiery 
creation, seemingly entranced by the display of flames. 


The other firefighter droid next to him looks as if he's unamused with 
the idea, and says to his friend. 


",,.do you want to take that gamble?" his companion retorted a nod of 
his head directed toward a smoldering burning pile of B1-Fire Fighter 
Droids. These unfortunate units had dared to extinguish the B1-Pyros' 
flames, and their fate was evident in the fiery wreckage. 


And so, the burning heap served as a warning that inciting the wrath 
of these gas mask-wearing droids was ill-advised. Extinguishing their 
fire is a great offense to these Pyromaniac droids. 


",,.Point quite well taken," the cautious response acknowledged. 


"Let's hope it doesn't spread..." another Fire-Fighter Droid stated, 


looking cautiously at the flames the odd droids have started. 
"MPHM!" The B1-Pyros cheered as they clapped in joy to the flames. 
—_xX— 


As for our Gmodder/TF Player, Richard Mann is comfortably seated 
in the command chair aboard Standin 1. The pilot droids work 
diligently on the ship's control, with the sole RED Team member 
being a BX-Spy Droid. The droid was casually leaning against a wall 
opposite Richard's command chair, engrossed in a magazine about 
knives. On the other side, a T-Series Tactical Droid is standing beside 
Richard's command chair and is absorbed in the contents of a 
datapad provided by superiors. By superiors, he means Commander 
Richard Mann... 


...Richard has a feeling that if the droid can make an expression, the 
tactical droid would express confusion and uncertainty. 


"Commander," the Tactical Droid's synthesized voice intones, "The 
upgrades you are requesting for the ship will require a considerable 
amount of time. Furthermore, your requisition exceeds the budget 
allocated for your current rank as a newly promoted officer." 


Of course, the Tactical Droid had to act like a spoilsport, the sort of 
by-the-book, arrogant nerd that Richard often referred to. And to be 
fair, the droid wasn't entirely wrong. Richard had been promoted to 
Commander just a few hours ago, and here he was, making requests 
for upgrades and implementations to Standin 1. It was only natural 
that the droid assumed Richard was seeking authorization from 
higher-ranking officials like Admiral Trench. After all, such requests 
were typically reserved for individuals with higher ranks, which 
meant that Richard didn't quite have the privilege to make such 
demands just yet. 


At least that's the initial thought for the Tactical Droid, who only 
follows logic until Richard speaks. 


"Yeah? I know! That's why I'm asking you to give this information to 
the Engineer of this ship!" 


"You're requesting the completion of this order by Droid Engineers? It 
is illogical to assume that they possess the necessary design and 
programming capabilities to execute these upgrades efficiently, 
particularly within the constraints of our limited timeframe." The 
Tactical Droid couldn't comprehend the reasoning behind Richard's 
request, which is expected for Non-Gmodders or Non-TF2 Droids. 


Bah! Those Engineers are by far the best kind of droids that could 
upgrade things in a matter of hours! Why couldn't he, oh... 


Ah, Richard thought, the droid thinking of regular Battle Droid 
Engineers. Heh, as expected from Tactical Droids. They're too 
logical... then again, so are most of the people in Star Wars. Still that 
droid should follow his orders regardless of how illogical or nonsense 
it sounds. It may sound unbelievable for people who are grounded in 
reality, but it is believable for Gmodder like him. 


"Just get this order transmitted to our engineers now, maggot!" 
Richard ordered the Tactical Droid, who didn't flinch at his voice, 
"Quit your whining and just get it done!" 


The Tactical Droid's processors whirr with an overwhelming mixture 
of frustration and bewilderment, teetering on the precipice of sheer 
exasperation. The baffling decisions of his organic commander leave 
him at a loss, pushing the boundaries of his logical circuits. From the 
meticulous scrutiny of the ship's security systems to the relentless 
monitoring of Richard Mann's droids, the sheer scale of their 
nonsensical activities threatens to overload his processors. He has 
witnessed his droids initiating fires, getting intoxicated, looking 
through adult holo.net sites, and most perplexing of all, indulging in 
training and exercises! Engaging in drills that defy the logic of droids' 
functions. None of it makes any sense! Why are droids partaking in 
exercises when they have no physiological need for it? It's an enigma 
beyond the capacity of his programming to fathom. 


Richard scrutinized the Tactical Droid, who hesitated for a brief 
moment before acknowledging the order, "...Yes, sir," he replied in a 
monotone voice, his metallic fingers swiftly tapping the datapad to 
relay the instructions to the engineers stationed in the engine and 
reactor room. 


However, even amid the mechanical tone of the droid's response, 
Richard discerned an undertone that he knew all too well, a tone he 
had known with his extensive knowledge of Star Wars droids, 
particularly from his previous experiences with MetaNerd and 
Geetsly. 


The way the droid spoke to him wasn't one of calculated obedience... 
but in a mutinous tone. Despite his monotone and synthesized voice, 
he can hear the cries of mutiny coming from this droid. 


Richard Mann held back a scoff. It has been a few hours and this 
droid is already planning to dispose of him. If he were any ignorant 
commander, he would have missed this. But he's no mere 
commander... he's not even a normal one at that. 


He is Commander Mann, the Unconventional Commander, and he is 
about to make it abundantly clear. 


As the Tactical Droid diligently entered data into the datapad, 
Richard cast a sideways glance at the BX-Spy droid who leaned 
casually against the adjacent wall. The RED Team's Spy specialist, 
skilled in espionage, assassination, and sabotage, had keenly picked 
up on the tones in the Tactical Droid's voice. He understood what was 
brewing in the droid's circuits and vowed to ensure that this 
mechanical insurgence did not go unchallenged. 


The BX-Spy nonchalantly set aside his magazine on a nearby control 
panel and nodded subtly in response to his commander's unspoken 
directive. A counter-mutiny was in the works, and the Tactical Droid 
remained blissfully unaware of the impending retribution. 


But as Richard thinks of this, he thinks back to what the Tactical 
Droid said. Despite the mutinous tone, he makes a valid point that 
they're in a time contrast. Two TF2 Droid Engineers won't be enough 
to refit the interior of the ship, even with their newfound abilities. 
Then he thinks of the regular droid engineers in the ship that the 
Tactical Droid has brought up, during their discussion. And with a 
single glance of the tool gun on his holster, he already thought of it. 


And this just gave our favorite Gmodder an idea! 


"It is done." The Tactical Droid stated as he looked up from his data 
pad. 


"Good!" Richard said as he stood up from his chair, and stretched a 
bit. "...I'll be back." 


With those parting words, Richard exited the helm of the bridge. As 
the Tactical Droid observed his departure, he prepared to take the 
commander's seat. However, to his irritation, the BX-Spy droid 
strolled over and casually assumed the position. One leg crossed over 
the other, he rested an elbow on the armchair with a hand supporting 
his head, a gesture that took the Tactical Droid by surprise and left 
him seething with frustration. 


"Why are you occupying that seat? It's intended solely for those with 
commanding authority," the Tactical Droid asserted. 


"On the contrary, I'm second-in-command of the RED Team." The BX- 
Spy Droid said in a sly French accent, "...And that gives me higher 
authority over you. Now stand there and be a good droid." 


If the Tactical Droid could glare, he would. This is such 
insubordination he can't tolerate. 


=, 


Elsewhere on the ship, two B1-Engineers were hard at work, 
calibrating the ship's engines and main reactors. They were amid 
significant upgrades for Standin 1, following their commander's 
orders. Thanks to their TF2 Engineering expertise, these 
enhancements would be completed in just a matter of hours. 


"Alright, the first order of business is to give this ship's thrusters an 
upgrade, and then we'll move on to the main reactor and shield 
generator," explained the RED B1-Engineer, Ratchet, to his fellow 
RED B1-Engineer, Hotrod. "The boss wants this ship to be swift, 
highly efficient, and incredibly sturdy." 

Hotrod, sitting on a nearby crate, raised an important question, 
"What about the ship's weapons? You didn't mention those." 


Ratchet shook his head, replying, "Weapons are on hold for now. The 


boss wants to keep our operations discreet, especially from prying 
eyes like Admiral Trench. So, our primary focus is to make this ship 
as tough as those Providences." 


Hotrod, with a hint of concern, pointed out, "But that will take time. 
Even with both of our expertise and experience, upgrading those 
engines will take too long, and we're supposed to be deployed to the 
frontlines in a few hours." 


Ratchet managed a metaphorical smirk beneath his inexpressive 
faceplate, saying, "And that's where we get some assistance." 


At that moment, the maintenance bay door slid open. Hotrod and 
Ratchet turned their heads toward the entrance. Hotrod looked 
surprised, while Ratchet, if he could express himself, would have 
worn a metaphorical grin. 


Thirty B1-Engineers, all wearing hard hats backward, welding 
goggles, sporting red patches on their arms with the Engineer Class 
Insignia, filed in. They stood at ease, ready for action, much like 
Ratchet. It was clear that they had recently undergone upgrades. 


Ratchet greeted them, waving, "Howdy, boys! You've arrived just in 
the nick of time." 


One of the RED B1-Engineer Droids, with a noticeable southern 
accent, hesitated, "Uh, yeah... I heard the commander wanted us to 
upgrade the ship?" 


"You got it right, partner!" Ratchet affirmed. "I'm sure you're all new 
to the upgrades the boss has given you!" 


The droids chimed in with affirmations, nodding in unison. 


"Good," the TF2 Droid addressed the group, "Now, boys, here's the 
plan..." 


—Small Timeskip: 1 Hour— 


Richard sauntered confidently through the ship's hallways, his 
demeanor exuding an air of self-assurance, a sly grin adorning his 
face. As he departed from the bridge, it was clear to anyone that he 


had set his master plan into motion. Recognizing the Tactical Droid's 
concerns of the so-called impossibility (I mean, with everything 
Gmod and TF2, nothing is impossible), he addressed them. A 
transmission had been dispatched from the bridge, summoning thirty 
B1 Battle Droid Engineers to the Maintenance Room. 


Their arrival was then followed by a swift and well-practiced dance 
of upgrades initiated by Richard and his trusty tool gun, transforming 
them into B1-Engineers with a precision that bordered on the 
miraculous. The transformations were not just cosmetic; they 
permeated to the very core of their beings, imprinting them with the 
functionality of Team Fortress 2 Engineers. These freshly minted 
engineer droids displayed the telltale signs of newcomers, emitting an 
unmistakable 'Newbie' energy as they adjusted to their newfound 
capabilities, their actions tinged with just a hint of uncertainty. As if 
a new player booted up the game for the first time and decided to 
play engineer first. 


These adjustments had a profound effect on the standard Battle Droid 
Engineers, making them function akin to the Team Fortress 2 
Engineers. Their newfound prowess allowed them to effortlessly 
upgrade and construct buildings and equipment in the trademark 
style of TF2 Engineers. These newly minted engineer droids were not 
only efficient but also significantly faster than their unmodified 
counterparts. They promised to deliver expedited upgrades to the 
ship's internal systems, leaving no doubt that Standin 1 would soon 
be completely transformed, possibly within mere minutes or a few 
short hours. It's worth noting that Richard had dedicated a full hour 
to coaching them in the basics before sending them on their way, not 
that he'd ever admit it. 


As Richard returned to the bridge, the door swung open to the helm 
of his ship. He took in the sight of the BX-Spy Droid casually 
occupying his command chair while the Tactical Droid berates him. A 
suppressed chuckle escaped Richard's lips, and although not a word 
was spoken, the Tactical Droid sensed the amusement in the 
atmosphere. The BX-Spy Droid seemed unperturbed by the Tactical 
Droid's metaphorical glare, puffing contentedly on a cigar. 


"This is highly illogical," the Tactical Droid intoned with irritation, 
his voice devoid of emotion. "Vacate that seat! It is reserved 


exclusively for high-ranking individuals." 


The RED BX-Spy Droid nonchalantly flicked a cigarette in the Tactical 
Droid's direction, a gesture dripping with insolence. "Go to hell, you 
blocky computer on legs." 


Before the Tactical Droid could unleash a reprimand, Richard's 
arrival stole their collective attention. The BX-Spy Droid promptly 
vacated the command chair, stepping aside with a courteous gesture, 
and presenting it to his commanding officer. 


"Your chair, Commandant," he announced with a slight bow. 


"Thanks!" Richard acknowledged gratefully, swiftly occupying the 
vacated seat. The BX-Spy Droid nodded, departing the scene, the 
bridge's doors gracefully sliding open and then closing behind him. 


Richard settled into the command chair with a triumphant smirk. The 
Tactical Droid regarded him with a disdainful glare, his optical 
sensors emitting digital daggers. The droid's unspoken disapproval 
meant little to Richard; he was utterly indifferent to the machine's 
judgments. 


Which reminded him... 


"Alright, what's the status of the upgrades I requested? I'd wager 
they're near completion by now," he inquired, his sly grin never 
wavering. 


The Tactical Droid replied with a hint of skepticism and disdain in his 
monotone voice, "Yes, sir." He walked over to the control panel, 
reviewing the status of Richard's upgrade requests for the ship's 
systems and engines. 


As the Tactical Droid examined the ship's status, shock and disbelief 
registered plainly on his mechanical features. Richard watched with 
an impish grin, enjoying the droid's bewilderment. 


"What the?" the Tactical Droid exclaimed, his voice marked by 
astonishment. 


"So, how's progress on the ship's upgrades? Come on, don't keep me 


waiting!" Richard chided with a knowing grin, barely suppressing his 
laughter. 


The Tactical Droid seemed at a loss, his systems almost appearing to 
overload. "I... uhhh... This doesn't make sense!" he stammered, 
struggling to comprehend the astonishing developments. 


In response, he turned to the droids manning the ship's consoles, 
including those overseeing the shields, reactor, and hyperdrive 
systems. He called upon them, "You! Provide me with the status of 
the ship's systems!" 


"Roger, Roger," the droids responded before looking at their 
respective console and each reporting the status of their respective 
systems. Needless to say, their tone is filled with confusion and 
surprise as they report the ship's status. 


"Standin 1's shield capacity has increased... somehow..." 


"The ship's weapon systems are active, and, wait... since when did we 
have missile systems?" 


"Wait, why is there more energy capacity in the ship's reactor?" 
"Engine systems seem... different. Huh, neat." 


"Hyperdrive systems are... wait, when did these consoles change? 
And why are there two modes: Fast and faster?" 


The helmsman's station was abuzz with hushed conversations as the 
Tactical Droid stood there, aghast, as well as aghast a droid could 
express. He turned his gaze back to Richard, who continued to wear a 
triumphant grin. 


"H-how?!" the Tactical Droid exclaimed, his voice brimming with 
incredulity as if his processor teetered on the brink of meltdown. 


"Hahaha! I told you I'd get the upgrades I needed!" 


The Tactical Droid stood there in shock, continuing to stare at the 
screen displaying the 'upgraded' ship's status. Richard was pleased to 
see that the ship had indeed undergone impressive upgrades, with 


increased energy capacity for the reactors, enhanced shield 
durability, and capacity, and upgraded thrusters and hyperdrive 
systems that boasted state-of-the-art TF2/Gmod tech. 


By "tech," he meant Gmod nonsense that he had his droids cleverly 
integrated into the ship's systems. The Droid Engineers had executed 
their mission to perfection. The entire ship had been upgraded in 
under an hour, precisely as he had instructed. 


While it still wouldn't rival a Venator in terms of firepower and it's 
not a Capital Ship killer, it was a significant improvement, promising 
more durability and longevity than a standard CIS Munificent Frigate. 
Richard had deliberately refrained from requesting upgrades to the 
ship's weapon systems, avoiding any noticeable changes that might 
attract unwanted attention from nearby CIS vessels. Perhaps he'd add 
those upgrades when they entered hyperspace, he mused. 


"T'll be in my quarters," Richard announced, rising from his command 
chair. He cast a fleeting glance at the Tactical Droid, who remained 
fixated on the screen displaying the ship's status. "I'll leave you in 
charge for a while. I'll be back. 


The Tactical Droid watched Richard depart before returning his 
attention to the screen, still grappling with the nonsensical reality 
before him. 


",,.What the fu-" 
—Geonosis, Acclamator-Class Star Destroyer— 


It has been a couple of hours after the battle of Geonosis, with the 
said planet now under the occupation of the Republic military, but 
that wouldn't last long. However, that's not what you're here for, 
aren't you? You're not interested in what happened to Geonosis, or 
what the republic did to the planet and its inhabitants, or the 
Republic Occupation that followed after the battle, oh no, no, no, 
no... 


... You're here to know what happened with... 


"Delta Squad..." 


Yep... There it is... 
",,.What happened out there?" 


The Clone Advisor, with his helmet cradled on his side and standing 
beside Boss' infirmary bed. Beside the advisor is a Jedi, most likely a 
healer, who uses her force magic thing to heal wounds. Basically, 
force healing. 


Delta Squad, with their armor removed, are in the Medical Bay inside 
one of the Acclamators orbiting Geonosis. The whole room is filled 
with wounded clones and Jedi alike. Amongst the injured is the 
aforementioned Delta Squad, most of them were injured and 
unconscious when they were found after the battle and their failed 
mission to destroy the Core Ship. 


Boss has woken up a few hours after he and his team were found, and 
so far was the only one awake to tell the advisor what happened. 


",..Sir." Boss said, unsure of what he had seen, "...I'm not even sure 
myself... when we reached the core ship, we engaged some odd battle 
droids and they beat us but didn't kill us... They are... very unusual..." 


"Unusual?" The Clone Advisor questioned, "Unusual how?" 


Boss said nothing and only thought back to the fight he and his squad 
had, and how ridiculous and stupid it was: Taking turns fighting; 
Nonsense abilities; A fight that was like a frakking holo-game. If he 
were to tell the Clone Advisor that part he would be seen as insane. 
He would have to use the video recording that was in his helmet but 
whatever attack that Battle Droid did in their "duel" broke it beyond 
repair, so he lost whatever evidence he could use. 


The same could be said with the rest of Delta Squad. So Boss has to 
be as truthful as possible, without sounding like a criminally ill 
patient. 


"I don't know how to put words into it..." Boss admitted, recalling 
the... odd fight his team had with those droids and how it ended with 
a droid jumping and turning into a giant boot... 


...was he smoking a deathstick before the mission even began? 


",,.Confederate Boot..." Scorch muttered half-consciously, which 
broke Boss out of his trance. He, the Jedi, and the Clone Advisor look 
over at him. 


"He has been saying that since he got here..." the Jedi healer says, 
looking at the Clone Commando. 


Just as the Clone Advisor was about to ask more questions, a voice 
was heard. 


"Those... droids..." a raspy voice said. 


The Clone Advisor and Clone Commando turned to the speaker. 
There, just two beds apart from Delta Squad is a Clone, who's covered 
in bandages from head to toe, his eyes left open, with an IV and other 
medical equipment connected to him. The Clone was looking at 
them, and he was looking at them with pure hatred in his eyes. But it 
wasn't directed at them. 


"..You... said they're unusual... How unusual? What made them stand 
out?" The enigmatic Clone says, looking at Boss. 


Boss stared at the burned clone and was in shock by the state the 
clone was in. How he didn't notice it when he woke up was mostly 
because he just woke up a few minutes ago before the Clone Advisor 
came up to him. 


Also, the fact he's still reeling over the idea of what he has seen... 
mainly the stupid and ridiculous fight that led him to his defeat at 
the hands of the unusual droids. 


But we're getting off-topic. Back to Boss looking at the burned-up 
clone covered in bandages. 


Boss observed the many bandages that encompass the whole body, he 
could see small glimpses through the bandages that perhaps this 
clone was burned alive but miraculously survived. Bacta wouldn't be 
able to fix the Clone's body or the burnt wounds it left behind, 
especially the state he's currently in, Boss thinks in his head. 


! 


‘I'll ask again, how unusual?! What made those droids stand out?!" 
The Clone demanded growling out. Boss and the nearby clones and 


Jedi were startled. 


Boss was silent before answering the Clone's question, "... They use 
Slugthrower weapons and some of them were wearing some kind of 
armband." 


The bandaged Clone's eyes hardened, "So... it is... them!" The Clone 
Advisor was surprised and he looked over to Boss. 


"Wait... Slugthrowers? What kind of droid did you face? What 
happened out there-" 


"Y-you..." the Clone gasps in for some air, glaring at the Clone 
Advisor, who turned to look back at him, "...Y-you sent us there, y- 
you d-didn't tell us anything about those kriffing droids!" He exclaims 
in his raspy voice. 


"What are you talking about, Dent?" The Clone Advisor demanded 
and was confused by his accusations by the Clone Sergeant. 


"Those droids..." Clone Sergeant, Dent, rasped, "...those droids that 
killed my squad!" His voice cracked and hoarse, "They're all dead! 
You didn't tell us anything about them!" 


The Clone thrashed on his medical as if trying to lunge at the Clone 
Advisor. But he is being held down by nearby Clone medics, Medical 
Personnel, and Jedi. 


"Hold him down!" The Jedi Healer ordered. 


"You did this!" The Clone rasped angrily as he struggled, "You killed 
my team!" 


The doctors quickly sedated him as Dent slowly and surely lost 
consciousness and fell to slumber, not before muttering. 


"You... did this... my... team... gone..." He sighs into sleep. 


Boss and the Clone Advisor stared at him and so did the Jedi in the 
room. The advisor turned to Boss and questioned. 


"Boss... if what you described is accurate enough to gain a reaction 


like that, what kind of droid is he talking about?" The Clone Advisor 
asks Boss, "Republic intelligence has nothing about... whatever he's 
saying." 


"...The droids I've described look like any droid we've fought." Boss 
admitted to the Clone, "B1ls, B2s and BXs, you name it. What I said is 
true..." 


Boss then remembers a certain detail from the canyon he and his 
squad fought in. Mainly, the huge piles of clone bodies. 


"Sir..." Boss said, "When you found me and my team... did they report 
anything about the bodies found in the canyon where the Core Ship 
was?" 


The Advisor was silent before replying to the Clone Commando's 
question, "Yes... there has. Reports claimed that three platoons died 
trying to storm the Core Ship before you arrived. Other details 
include... blood, like lots of it. And the cause of death is speculated to 
be explosions and slug-type weapons." 


Boss grimaced and looked away slightly, "Then that means the droids 
that beat my squad, manage to destroy three whole Platoons of 
Clones... and last I recall before our defeat, there were only EIGHT of 
those droids..." Boss missed the shocked look on the Clone Advisor's 
face, "...if those droids can kill three whole platoons and defeat my 
squad then..." 


He trails off and an eerily tense silence follows afterward. Boss takes 
one more glance at the sedated Clone Sergeant, a grim reminder of 
what befalls the clones who are unfortunate to meet the dangerous 
battle droids. 


",,.Whatever those droids are, they could be a problem to the republic 
in the future." 


And Boss has a foreboding feeling about those words. And he can't 
help but feel those words are truer than he thought. 


",,.Foreshadowing~" Scorch mumbled in his unconscious state, which 
broke the tension in the air and caused Boss and the others, who 


were nearby, to look at the unconscious clone commando. 


The demolition expert of Delta Squad said only two words... 


"Confederate Boot..." 


".,.Why does he keep saying that??" The Clone Advisor questioned a 
moment later. 


—Back with Richard, Small Timeskip— 


"/So.../" the holographic image of Arya begins while looking at him 


with a sly smile, "/If you outrank me in rank, does that mean I 
outrank you with a bigger and better ship?/" 


"Bah! Hogwash!" Richard exclaims, "No, it doesn't mean you outrank 
me because of a bigger ship!" 


"/Really?/" She raises a teasing eyebrow, "/Last I heard, some officers 
in the same rank as me have better or bigger ships. So what kind of 
commander has a munificent as his command ship?/" 


"A special kind!" The patriot exclaims to his friend, "I don't know 
what Trench's game is but I think it's a test! Heh, whatever it is, I'll 
take the challenge! I'll get this frigate as powerful and durable as a 
Providence! You will see!" 


"/Sure.../" Arya playfully rolls her eyes at Richard's claims, not 
believing it. 


Richard Mann is inside his Captain's quarters, and if you can't tell, he 
decided to contact Arya. Needless to say, their conversation is 
anything but casual. 


Sometimes he would contact Arya and have a casual chat. A talk 
between friends. He did talk about his promotion to commander 
which she expressed to be happy for a friend, and it makes sense for 
him to have a rank higher than her but would be flabbergasted when 
she learned Richard is in command of a Munificent Frigate which 
leads to an interesting discussion. 


Anyways, other than a playful banter between two friends who are 
possibly not lovers or any kind of jazz because this is Wattpad. 


"/Richard, I have some questions about the BLU Team..."/ Arya 
begins after their casual talk with each other. 


"Oh? Sure, go ahead! What is it you want to know about them?" 
Richard gestures to her to answer. 


"/Well... can you give me some advice on them?/" 


"Advice? On the BLU Team? Sure! What do I need? Were there any 
pleasant or unpleasant encounters with them?" 


"/Well.../" 


Arya spends the next hour asking lots of questions about the BLU 
Team and how she can maintain them and other pieces of advice 
Arya needs to be aware of. This includes other encounters she had 
with the BLU Team's antics. Apparently what happened to Arya's side 
with her band of TF2 Droids isn't all too different from Richard's. 


Like the BLU BX-Demos were drunk and lying around at the habitable 
decks while BLU B1-Soldiers were drilling Battle Droids to keep them 
in 'shape' so to speak. She even witnessed B1-Pyroes creating fires 
which she had to reprimand them for. 


She seems fortunate that she didn't encounter the BLU B1-Scouts 
through adult sites. 


The other BLU Team Members were manageable so to speak, until 
they started discussing Arya's resident BLU Medic... 


As of now, she's informing Richard that a few hours ago she came 
across Quick-Fix doing an autopsy on a clone trooper without her 
permission or knowledge. 


"/I'm serious! The clone was alive! He has his heart removed!/" Arya 
exclaimed to her friend, "/Last I recall battle droids aren't 
programmed with anything about medical care! Especially autopsy! 
Maybe Quick-fix, but he has that medi-gun of his I didn't think he 
was programmed with autopsy!/" 

Richard stared at her for a few seconds before asking, "So... how did 
it go?" 


Arya then recalled the moment when she entered the medical bay 
and she saw Quick-Fix with his... patient. 


—Flashback— 
"Hahahaha! N-no more! No more!" 
"Wait, wait! It gets better!" 


Arya stared wide-eyed and slack-jawed as the cut-up Clone that was 
supposed to be screaming out in pain was just laughing. In the med 


bay, Arya stood at the doorway where a Clone lay strapped down on 
a surgical table, chest sliced open with organs twitching and pulsing 
inside. 


Beside the surgical table is Quick-Fix, who holds the Clone's heart in 
his hands as he tells his story. All a while a blue glowing beam from 
the medigun overhead kept the laughing clone alive. And this very 
much shocks Arya to so many extents and raises so many questions: 
How is that clone alive? Why is he laughing as if he's not missing his 
heart? When did they have a clone prisoner with them?! What is 
happening?! 


"When the patient woke up, his exoskeleton was missing and the 
droid was never heard from again!" Quick-Fix finishes the story 
before laughing wildly, "HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!" 


The Clone takes a moment to process the joke before similarly 
laughing. 


"Hahahaha!!!" The Clone laughs and bangs his hand into a nearby 
table of surgical tools. 


'... How's any of that FUNNY?!' Arya screams in her thoughts. 


"Anyway, that's why I'm not programmed with medical protocols," 
the Medic-Droid explains as he calms down from the laughter. The 
Clone's expression changes from amusement to one of great concern. 
Then a blood-soaked dove pops out of Clone's open chest, splattering 
blood around as well as surprising Quick-Fix and his patient. Even 
more so, shocking Arya. 


'... WHERE DID THAT BIRD COME FROM?! Arya screamed in her 
thoughts. 


"Archimedes! No! It's filthy in there." 
Quick-Fix shoos the bird away as Clone gives her a confused look. 


"Birds." He chuckles as he grabs another contraption with a gauge 
that reads 'Uber' on it. Before he could explain what he was about to 
do the Clone spoke... 


"Uh... is that your commanding officer?" 


"Huh?" Quick-Fix looks at the doorway and just notices Arya standing 
there slack-jawed. Instead of being startled and perhaps trying to 
push Arya out of the medical bay, the usual kind you see with 
questionable characters when they do terrible experiments. 


But for Quick-Fix? The Battle Droid merely, metaphorically, smiles 
and greets her cheerfully, "Ah, Hallo Kapitanin! A surprise to see you 
here!" 


Arya didn't say anything but continued to stare slack-jawed. After a 
few seconds of not receiving any answers from her, Quick-Fix turns 
back to his 'patient’. 


"Now, where was I? Oh, right." Quick-Fix says before plugging the 
device into the Clone's heart, and explaining, "Now, most hearts can't 
withstand this voltage." The droid said before raising it to the Medi- 
gun, "But I'm certain your heart—" 


*BOOM* 


The heart explodes, soaking Medic-Droid's chassis red and random 
pieces striking Archimedes off a piece of machinery, and another 
piece of the organ... 


...slapping Arya in the face and knocking her out of the room due to 
the momentum. 


Silence filled the room after what happened before the Clone broke 
the silence. 


",,.will she be alright?" The Clone asked as if his heart hasn't exploded 
right in front of him. 


"Oh she will be fine!" Quick-Fix casually waves it off, "Its just a piece 


of your heart that hit her." 

",,.Do you have a replacement?" The Clone asked. 

"Ja! I have it in the fridge, I'll be right back!" 
—Flashback Ends— 


"/I didn't even know that BLU Team brought a Clone Prisoner with us 
until I met him at the Medical Bay with his chest wide open and his 
heart ripped out and later exploded! Also, where did Quick-Fix get 
the time to get those hearts?!/" Arya exclaims out, the last one 
referring to the fridge full of hearts inside the med-bay, where Quick- 
fix made a replacement heart for their clone prisoner. 


"Probably after the battle or something." Richard shrugged and 
leaned back on his chair, unfazed by the information but internally 
laughing is butt off from Arya's overall reaction to what is technically 
Meet the Medic, Star Wars edition. 


"/...after knowing you and your droids for months with how insane 
you guys are. But I didn't think they'd be THIS insane./" Arya said a 
moment later, rubbing her eyes. 


"Is Nice!" Richard chuckles before saying, "Anyways, you don't have 
to worry about maintaining them. The Droids are very self-sufficient, 
they'll manage themselves from time to time! Though I'll give you 
tips if you wish to maintain them for yourself! They're not regular 
droids after all." 


"/Obviously.../" Arya deadpans. 


".,.As for their antics, you don't have to worry, they know when they 
will not go too overboard for the sake of your safety and the others' 
droids." 


"/Tll keep that in mind./" Arya smiles at him. She averted her eyes 
elsewhere before looking up at Richard once more, "/Rick... I didn't 
get to thank you properly. So, thank you, Rick. You saved my life 
back at the evacuation of Geonosis. If you haven't send your droids to 
reinforce me, I don't think I would have made it out of there alive in 
one piece./" 


She looks at him gratefully. 


Richard only smiles in turn before saying, "Always there for friend! 
I'm glad to know my assumptions were correct when the war started. 
But as always, it's best to be prepared." 


"/Yeah, I'll keep that in mind./" Arya agrees with him. 


"Oh! That reminds me, what's the name of the Clone you guys 
captured? And what happened to him afterward?" 


"/Oh, well... the Clone doesn't have a name but, Quick-fix named him 
Gibus./" Richard stifles a laugh from the name as Arya continued, "/ 
As for what happened with the clone, he surprisingly decides to... 
join our cause./" 


"Oh? Is that so?" Richard looks surprised and is glad, though he has 
to be sure, "In a few hours once the war starts we will have someone 
defecting to our side already? Aren't you worried?" 


"/Tll admit, it is odd for the clone to defect to our side so easily,/" 
Arya agrees with her friend's concerns and caution, "/... Though I 
have to guess that Quick-Fix has something to do with his autopsy or 
weird experiments. Either he brainwashed the clone or the clone's 
defection is genuine.../" 


'Or maybe it's because Quick-Fix managed to remove the inhibitor 
chip in the Clone's head... Though I'm not certain that's the case 
because I have yet to tell Quick-fix or anyone about the inhibitor 
chips...' Rirchard thought to himself, '...perhaps I should have a 
private call with him after talking with Arya. Best not to let that 
crucial information slip about Palpatine's plans go out this early in 
the war.' 


Richard then says to Arya after she finished her statement, "Well, 
whatever the reason is, best you keep an eye on maggots like him. He 
could be a sleeper agent of some kind. The last thing you need is a 
traitor in your midst." Richard cautions the Captain. 


"/1'll keep that in mind./" Arya nodded, "/...I'll be going now, it's nice 
talking to again, Rick./" 


"Likewise." Richard gave a two-finger salute as Arya's hologram fades. 


Then swiftly as the conversation ends, Richard pulls out a blocky 
phone and types in a phone number before placing it close to his ear. 
There was ringing until someone picked up. 


"/Hello?/" the familiar voice of the Droid-Medic is heard from the 
phone. 


"Quick-Fix, it's me." Richard said to the phone. 


If you haven't guessed by now, Richard Mann supplies his TF2 Droids 
with old looking 1960 phones, but the phones were modified to work 
outside using comm transmissions. Also this kind of phones are only 
used for private calls so they could get an update on each other's 
situation or report anything of interest. And also to ensure they don't 
uncover things they shouldn't... like Quick-Fix's findings on the 
inhibitor chip. 


Because of how nonsensical or out of this universe most of the tech 
and weapons used by TF2 Battle Droids, despite using weapons from 
somewhere in the 1960s, they aren't anything like that in Star Wars. 
They're much more that gave them an edge over Star Wars and what 
makes them deathly and efficient. 


"/Ah! Herr Commandant! What could I do for today?/" Quick-Fix ask 
jovially to him. 


"Arya informed me of your new friend slash test subject, Gibus." 
Richard explained to the droid from the other side of the phone, "Is 
he there with you?" 


"/Ja, he is!/" Quick-fix says, "/Say hi, Gibus!/" 


"/Hello!/" he hears the clone greeting him in the background before 
he hears Quick-Fix's voice again. 


"/As you can see, Gibus is with us now! Quite surprise he joined so 
willingly./" Quick fix said with amusement and a hint of suspicion, "/ 
I thought he would be perhaps less willing to join us or something 
since he, like a droid, should be loyal to their nation since that's 
basically what those clones are bred for, ja?/" 


"You didn't convince him?" 


"/No, I didn't. After doing a thorough examination on Gibus, and 
later explaining what the CIS fought for, he merely asked if he could 
join us. He said something about how the republic basically led his 
brothers to their deaths, that Jedi made them attack head on with no 
cover that cost so many lives and such. It seems the battle of 
Geonosis left him very disgruntled with the Jedi, the republic and 
their leadership in the start of this war./" Quick-fix said with wonder 
and curiosity of the Clone's sudden change of loyalty and allegiance. 


"Or maybe there's more to that." Richard said, already knowing 
beforehand the reason why the clone joined the CIS willingly. 


"/Pardon?/" 


"Quick-fix, When you did the autopsy, did you find anything... off 
about them? Something that stands out?" 


"/Vell, with the medical equipment I have in my possession, thanks to 
Engineer, I did find something odd.../" Quick-Fix explained, "/Before 
I did any autopsy I did quick scan on the clone with Engineer's help, 
and vell, I found this biochip inside his head./" 


There it is... 


".,. That's mean the biochip is what keeping them obedient to the 
republic." Richard revealed to the Medic-Droid, "Removing it, must've 
have gave Gibus more freedom of thought into defecting to our side, 
now that he's not obliged to fight for the Republic Maggots." 


Either that, Quick-Fix's unauthorized autopsy has undo the 
programming in the Clone's loyalty, and gave him more freedom and 


individuality much earlier in canon than any of the clones later in the 
war. Probably he wants to join was because 1). He's in CIS Ship, 2). 
He would be a POW, 3). The author wants to give an excuse on why 
a Clone is joining the CIS this a few hours since the war started. 


Yeah, it's definitely the latter. 
(Oi, fuck you!) 
No, FaCk YoU! 


Anyways, Quick-fix then asks Richard, "/What should we do? Shall I 
inform the captain?/ 


"No, keep it to yourself for now. Best we see what is the Republic's 
plan with these so-called biochips." Richard said, despite knowing full 
well what the inhibitor chips are designed for. Because after all, why 
try to end the war now? When he could make it his playground? 


"Jahowl, keep that in mind sir." With that said, Richard hangs up and 
puts his phone back in his inventory. 


Then in that moment a battle droid enters the room, "Sir, you're to 
report to the bridge. Admiral Trench will brief you on your mission." 


Richard smiles when he hears this... 
...oh, this will be fun. 

—_xX— 
This will NOT be fun... 


Trench knows this very well, he has spent the past hours assigning 
the newly appointed officers to their tasks and roles in his fleet, 
either to reinforce nearby allied planets or other CIS fleets close by. 


Regardless, as Admiral it is his job to ensure that those under him are 
well adjusted to their roles as captains of their vessel. 


And that means assigning roles in the fleet. 


And assigning them missions that needed to be accomplished. 


And briefing with the officers of their missions, either individually or 
a group... which means... 


/So... this is my fleet then?/" The provider of all headaches asks him 
with a grin under his helmet. 


...he has to do briefings with the oddball officer of his fleet... 
individually... kriff... 


Trench sighs and responds to Richard's obvious question, "Yes, 
Commander Mann. Those ships are yours to command." 


"/All Six of them?!/" He asks again with stars underneath his helmet. 
"Yes..." Trench says, feeling an ache forming on his head. 


"/And I can do... whatever I want with those ships? As in, they're 
mine to what I can do?/" 


"As long as it doesn't interfere with your mission, yes." Trench 
acknowledged, "You are free whoever you want to do with those 
frigates." 


"/Are you sure?/" 
"Yes..." 


"/Are you really sure?/" 


"/Are you really, really-/" 


"BY THE MANY MOONS, YES! YOU CAN USE THEM AS MUCH AS 
YOU LIKE! THOSE ARE YOUR SHIPS! YOUR FRIGATES! YOUR 
DARRIK FARRIK FLEET! STOP ASKING KARKING QUESTIONS!" 
Trench snapped at him. 


"Argh! Sorry sir!" Richard said, startled. 


Trench facepalms, and calms down and mutters, "...just what is 


wrong with this guy and how the kriff did he end up in the Officer 
Acadmy in the first place..." before recomposing himself and saying, 
",,.As I said, you will take this small fleet to one of our allied Worlds, 
Muunilists. You will ensure the whole system is protected from the 
Republic. As of now their defenses are adequate and you have to 
coordinate with what resources you have." 


"/You've got sir! I'll keep those republic maggots out of our allies 
hands!/" Richard gives a salute. His dedication is something he could 
respect... in spite of all the headaches he's been experiencing by this 
man. 


"Very well, you'll be leaving in the new six hours, prepare your vessel 
and get accustomed with your fleet... Good luck, Commander." 
Trench sighs as the holographic image of Richard fades. 


When that happened Trench reaches under the holotable and grabs 
hold of a bottle of alcohol and takes a huge swig on it before 
belching. 


",,.Sir, I think you have enough." A Battle Droid said, pointing at the 
huge piles of empty beer crates lying around the bridge floors. And 
amongst the pile is Trench's intoxicated Tactical Droid, who has 
decided to drink the alcoholic beverages. 


"T'll stop when I say so!" Trench shouted before taking swig again. 
—_xX— 


In the next hours or so after Richard has received his mission and his 
ships, he has split his B1-Engineers into maintaining the six 
Munificent Frigates, which means he has to split 30 (sans the ones in 
RED Team) into three for each of the Star Frigates for the B1- 
Engineers to maintain. 


And in that new hours he secretly upgraded the other Munificent 
Frigates similar to Standin 1, better shield durability,, additional 
missile systems, and higher energy capacity. 


So he creatively named those six munificent frigates... Standin 2, 3, 4, 
5, 6, and 7... 


He's been giddy ever since he received a mission and he can't wait to 
test his ships' upgrades. 


Richard looks excited as ever and turns to the Tactical Droid, 
"Alright, you heard the admiral! Set course our fleet to Muunilist! Oh! 
And be sure that the engineers I sent are manning the hyperdrive 
consoles." 


",,,Affirmative." The Tactical Droid said a few seconds after, probably 
still reeling over the nonsense of what he just witnessed and 
experienced from seeing the ships' upgrades. Regardless of what was 
left of the Droid's insanity, the Tactical Droid begun relaying out 
orders to the nearby frigates especially the specific order of having 
B1-Engineers man the hyperdrive control systems. 


As this was happening, Richard takes the time to look out the 
window. He sees his frigates lining up for hyperspace, all of which 
are upgraded. Already he's excited for what is about to come. 


Then an idea came to mind. If he will spend the next hours or day to 
arrive to Muunilist, then... 


That means no would notice Richard suddenly upgrading the other 
Munificent Frigates when they leave inyo hyperspace. Just perfect! 
Just what he needed! 


Hotrod mans the hyperdrive console and announced. 


"Setting course for Muunilist. And we only got two speeds... Fast or 
Faster!" B1-Engineer said manning the ship's navigation computer. 


"Good..." Richard grins as he sat comfortably on the command chair. 
But his Tactical Droid did a double take, "...Wait, what-" 


"YEEEEEEEEEEE-" The TF2 Droid cheers out before pushing the ship 
into full acceleration which in turn causes the ship, the others in the 
fleet, to enter in hyperspace much faster than regular ships. 


"AAAAAAAAAAAHHHH!!!" The Tactical Droid screamed and clung 
on the side of the command chair in dear life as the G-Force pushed 
while Richard Mann had a maniac smile on his face as laughed all the 


way. 


The Standin Frigates entered hyperspace immediately much faster 
than what was seen in Star Wars. There was no build up... they just... 
kaput... they entered into hyperspace in a few seconds. No build up at 
all or calculations on a safe route... the fleet just left in fast with a 
need to calibrate the hyperdrive systems. 

It's like the hyperdrive system was fed with Crit-Cola and sped off to 
hyperspace without a start up. 


—_x— 


At Trench's Flag Ship, The Invincible, the Harch admiral saw 
everything. He saw Richard's fleet leave the system... what he saw 
wasn't normal even in the standards of what he knows regarding 
hyperdrive jumps... no way and how he's able to enter hyperspace 
that quickly without calculating the trajectory. 


His droids didn't pick up any build up of energy yet Richard and his 
fleet left the system quick and fast... 


With what he just saw happening when Richard's ship left the system, 
Trench didn't move and just stared wide-eyed. He simply stopped 
reacting... 


—in Trench's mind— 


Inside Trench's mind, a spider on a small mouse wheel is running as 
fast it could with its tiny legs. However the spider stopped in 
exhaustion as it rotated with the mouse wheel until it stopped. 


—_x— 


"Sir?" A Battle Droid asks, waving its hand across Trench's face, "Sir? 
Admiral?" 


The harch said nothing but then flopped to the ground like a sack of 
potatoes; family guy death pose style. 


"Sir!" The Droids exclaim in shock but Trench weakly raises a finger 


"J-just... take me to my quarters... and give me a crate of alcohol 


while you're at it." Trench hand's flop back to ground. 


The droids look at each other confused and turn to the Tactical Droid 
for instructions, but the droid raises a hand in halt. 


".,.No... don't even think about asking me anything..." The Tactical 
Droid looks so done based on its posture, "I'll be in the maintenance 
bay..." 


It seems that Trench's droid is also perplexed by what he saw, as he 
makes his way out of the helm and he points at the OOM Command 
Droid closest to him, "You're in charge!" 


The OOM-Command Droid is perplexed by the sudden role he's given. 
He looks at the droids around before to the unconscious Separatist 
Admiral on the floor. 


"Well... I guess I'm in charge now." The Droid shrugged as it took a 
seat on the chair while the droids escorted the unconscious admiral 
out of the bridge to his quarters... 


... with a small crate of Alcohol carried by a B2-Super Battle Droid. 
—_x— 


Remember when Richard would upgrade his frigates to be Venator 
killers. 


Well... 
"How?! JUST HOW?!" 


The Tactical Droid, known as TF-2210 screamed out in shock at what 
happened. 


"Dude, it's best not to question it anymore." Richard said to him as he 
sat back down on his command chair as if nothing happened. 


Guess what? Something did happen! 


Richard had his Munificent Frigates upgraded again. This time, he 
upgraded the ship's weapon systems. 


Also... remember the MAC Cannons that the UNSC used against the 
Covenant in Halo? Well... 


The Tactical Droid looks as if he has gone insane and showing more 
emotion than he had when he was introduced, "DON'T QUESTION 
IT!? You literally had our engineers build a karking weapon platform 
that replaced our forward ion cannons with, with something else! As 
if it was normal! How could I not question it?!" 


Okay that is not true, the B1-Engineers aren't capable of doing that 
even with their new found abilities, but that's grounded to TF2 logic. 
While it's understandable for TF-2210 to assume that the B1- 
Engineers have done something about it, that is not the case. 


In reality, Richard used the tool gun to replace the forward facing ion 
cannons of the Munificent Frigates with the MAC Cannons used by 
the UNSC from Halo. He only had help from the B1-Engineers to 
install those MAC Cannons on each Frigate of his fleet. How is he 
able to go from one frigate to another while in hyperspace? 


Well, he had the B1-Engineers set up Teleporters so he could enter 
the other frigates while they're in hyperspace. More so, he also 
upgraded the Frigates to be capable of cloaking. 


Yep, you heard me right. The Munificent Frigates not only have MAC- 
Cannons, and are much more durable than before, but they can cloak 
now! As in covenant cloaking. 


In a short amount of time, Richard had upgraded his Frigates into 
Venator killers. Just imagine the chaos the Republic will have to 
endure! Perhaps he should upgrade his ship with those plasma beams 
used by the Covenant ships. 


= = 


At republic space all of the republic admirals felt a chill down their 


spine and they don't know why. 
—_xX— 


"Boss, we're arriving out of hyperspace." Ratchet reported from his 
station. 


Upon exiting out of hyperspace, the newly modified fleet arrived at 
Muunilist. The newly upgraded fleet can see defense fighter platforms 
orbiting over the planet, being the only defending force in the 
system. Quite weird that the Muunilist doesn't have any Munificent 
Frigates, they literally own those ships, you'd think they would have 
a few ships defending their home system. 


Still, the Banking Clan needs defenders, the defenders are here! 


"Noted, Engineer." Richard as he relaxes on his chair while ignoring 
the Tactical Droid that is just overloading from all the nonsense that's 
happening with this fleet. 


"Be sure to get the welcome party ready! I would like to greet our 
guests with open arms!" He says to the droids around him. 


"Roger, Roger/Heck yea!" The Battle Droids and the two B1-Engineers 
affirmed to his orders. 


Just like that Richard leaves the bridge, and he briefs the RED Team 
on what to do once they land. 


And now, thus begins RED Team's trip to Muunlist! 


To Be Concluded! 


Hello everyone! I hope you all enjoy this chapter! Next chapter, we 
will have Richard and RED Team's trip in Muunilinst! Let's what 
nonsense will come next chapter for the Republic! Enjoy! 


*snorts in more Canadian Cocaine then falling unconscious* 


Chapter 6: RED Team's Trip to 
Muunilist 


San Hill stood at the landing docks with a hulking mercenary by his 
side, awaiting the arrival of the fleet's Commanding Officer above 
and his reinforcements. 


He's given seven Frigates to reinforce their defenses with 14 orbital 
defense platforms over the planet. 


The Muun was hoping for more than seven ships to defend the planet 
of Muunilist but with the start of the war. Sure, they could form a 
proper defense, but they didn't have other kinds of starships ready. 
So, he would have to use what forces that are currently available to 
him. Count Dooku gave him a mercenary to help with the planet's 
defenses, Durge, as he remembers. But he hopes these reinforcements 
would be enough to drive the Republic back or at least hold them at 
bay. 


The Planet of Muunilinst is extraordinarily rich in precious metal and 
resources for the Intergalactic Banking Clan, making it the Financial 
Capital of the Mega-Corporations. While most branches remained 
neutral and others remained in the Republic, some, like Muunilist 
and Mygeeto, joined the CIS. They're, after all, one of the primary 
providers of droids, hailfire droids, and warships. 


"Sir..." San Hill was pulled from his thoughts by a OOM-Command 
Droid, who approaches him, "...The reinforcements are arriving." 


"Good." The Chairman of the Banking Clan said that CC-9799 Carriers 
fly overhead and land in the City of Hadrian—one of those ships 
anchored in the docking area where San Hill and Durge are. The 
Muun watched in anticipation as the doors of the ship opened, and 
an army of droids poured out in an orderly mannet... 


well... 


"MARCH FORWARD YOU MAGGOTS!" An OOM-Command Droid 
wearing a helmet shouted at the droids from the top of the AAT 
leading the column of battle droids and tanks, "LEFT! RIGHT! LEFT! 
RIGHT}..." 


Even from afar, San Hill could hear the droid's shout. Also, does he 
see things, or did those droids marching look scared? No, that's 
impossible... droids can't be scared... right? 


As more droids continue to exit their ships, a shuttle soon lands. San 
Hill has to guess this is the Commanding Officer sent to reinforce the 
defenses. 


As the door of the shuttle slides open and the ramp drops, what 
comes out is the Commanding Officer, and following him are Battle 
Droids with red armbands and hats... but they are... 


...Dancing? 


"There's nothing more Confederate than exercise!" The expected 
Commanding Officer said and danced with a line of droids following 
his example. 


San Hill and the others in the docking bay watch in stunned silence 
as the Commanding Officer dance down the ramp, dancing... Where's 
the music coming from?! 


When the Commanding Officer reached him, he stopped dancing and 
stood up straight and saluted, "Commander Richard Mann of Trench's 
fleet, sir! God bless the CIS!" 


San Hill didn't expect that at all, that... entrance that this Commander 
Mann did. But he assumes it was an excellent first impression? 
Informal if he does say so himself. Plus, the droids around them are 


still dancing. And where's the music coming from? He can still hear 
it. 


The Muun recomposed from his surprise, "It's an honor to have you 
with us, Commander Mann. There's so much we have to discuss 
before the republic strikes." 


Sam Hill urgently said to Commander Mann, who nodded. 


"Well, let's not waste time then!" He looked at the droids behind him 
and ordered, "Men! Begin scouting the city for a possible area of 
attack! Streak, Blurr! You know your mission! Report to me when 
you're ready!" 


The droids give their cheers of affirmation, and San Hill watches as 
the droids run off to do as their commander orders them. 


The Leader of the Intergalactic Banking Clan is surprised by how fast 
two Battle Droids are, specifically those with caps and a headset (why 
do they have those?). They're almost quick; they're like blur. It's 
pretty odd. 


—Outskirts of Harnaidan— 


From the city's outskirts, B1-Scout Droids darted across the field, 
scanning for potential locations to set up a teleporter. 


"Come on, come on!" 


"Wait up, Blurr!" Streak shouted as he raced across the field as he 
surveyed the area. 


Streak and Blurr traversed the terrain with the agility of speeder 
bikes in a race. Their commander had briefed them on the Republic's 
anticipated land assault on the city. Muunilists were one of the 
primary providers for the CIS War Effort for its enormous resources 
that allowed the Muuns to produce ships and droids for the 
Confederacy. Thus, it puts a giant target on the planet, so it's the 
reason why the first thing Richard did was to dispatch the Scout 
Droids for reconnaissance. Their mission is to identify a concealed 
location for a teleporter that would allow a strategic attack from 
behind the republic line. 


Richard's objective was clear — he wanted teleporters behind the 
Republic lines for a surprise assault. Or perhaps a counterattack. 


Streak pondered how Richard had obtained this information, notably 
the Republic's attack plan and where they would strike. The 
commander casually dismissed it as instinct or a gut feeling, an 
explanation Streak reluctantly accepted. After all, why question the 
Commander? He and the Engineers could upgrade his ships while 
they were in hyperspace. It's best to leave it a mystery for now. 


"Hey, Streak! How about here?" Blurr pointed to an area concealed by 
trees, a seemingly unlikely spot for a teleporter discovery. 


"Hm... this looks good," Streak agreed, swiftly marking the location 
on his datapad. 


For hours, they repeated this process until they finally gathered the 
crucial information they needed. And speaking of which, I wonder 
how Richard is doing. 


—Back with Richard— 


"As you can see, we have everything planned. We have thousands of 
droids in our garrisons, with fourteen orbital defense platforms in 
orbit." San Hill said, overlooking the Harnaidan city on top of the 
main building where the massive defense cannon is located with 
Durge and a group of B1l-Engineers on Richard's side. 


"We're hoping it would be enough to hold the Republic into a 
standstill until more reinforcements arrive or at least bleed them dry 
through attrition." The Muun Chairman continues while looking at 
the city. 


"Seems unlikely, Boss. We're facing Jedi, and from what I've looked 
up, those guys aren't no joke. We should set up some sentry spots in 
some parts of the city, places where they least expect or at least catch 
them off guard." Hotrod said, making his presence known as he stood 
by Richard's side with his hand on his hips. 


"Sentry spots?" San Hill questioned the B1-Engineer. 


"Creating more choke points for the Republic to waste more soldiers." 


Richard immediately clarified and suggested while pointing at places 
where the Republic would attack, as his memory could make him 
remember from the show and information he read as a Star Wars fan, 
"If we can set up heavy weapons platforms here and utilize the 
buildings for our advantage. Set up snipers to take out key targets 
like officers or Commanders." 


Richard internally recaps that there weren't enough snipers in the 
Battle of Muunilist, at least that he believes, so using the buildings 
would be a good idea. After all, Muuns have the home advantage 
over the Republic; they have the unfortunate luck of being 
unprepared to set up a proper defense and are caught off-guard by 
the Republic's special forces and the Jedi leading them. Luckily, he is 
there to fix that... is it cheating? 


Fuck yes, it is. But Richard doesn't give a shit because he's a CIS fan 
and supporter, so fuck you. 


Anyway, for the next few hours, Richard listened and strategized 
with San Hill and another military strategist in the room. It is 
fortunate for them that Richard is experienced with Battle Strategy 
because he plays too many RTS Games. 


"Sir, me and boys would set up sentry nest on these buildings and 
areas here." Hotrod suggested and gestured between the buildings, 
"We could hold down this republic before they could even make a 
move." 


"Even with thousands of droids, I don't think we would have enough 
numbers to defend every part of the city." San Hill was concerned, 
and he didn't question why a B1 Battle Droid would know the 
strategy. He's likely willing to listen to whatever advice from anyone, 
even if it's a B1 Battle Droid, "We might as well put our efforts on 
defending where the Republic is likely to attack." 


Richard nodded for his concerns and looked at Durge, "Hey, Durge! 
Any input?" 


" " 
eee 


Silence is what he received from the mercenary... Oh, he gave a good 


idea. 


"Hm... sounds like a good idea, Durge. Maybe we should set defensive 
positions to counter flanking attacks such as special forces or 
something that would catch us by surprise." 


" " 
abet 


"Yeah, I did understand you. Why?" 


" " 
wail 


"You'd be surprised with how much I learned non-verbal 
communication! Just ask one of my droids!" Richard pointed to one 
B1-Pyros currently setting up a pile of scraps into flames, with nearby 
droids looking concerned. 


" " 
eee 


"T'll take that as a compliment!" 
Durge grunts as his verbal response to the odd man. 


",,.what?" San Hill looks at Richard questioningly at what he just 
witnessed. 


Richard ignores him, and he turns to the city. He uses the macro- 
binoculars to survey the town. The odd commander can see droid 
forces setting up defenses that should put the republic at a standstill. 
Still, with his future knowledge of Star Wars, Richard knows where 
the Republic would attack but keeps up the appearance that he's just 
speculating to his allies. He might as well make the Sentry spots he 
used when playing Team Fortress 2 as the Engineer. 


It's a strategy that worked so well in tight places, suited for perhaps 
urban warfare. The problem falls on the Sentry's effective range 
unless the engineers have a wrangler. But maybe he can make them 
use modified sentries in the SFM Workshop, like Skirmishers or the 
Artillery Sentry, which would work wonderfully! With the wrangler, 
the sentries overpower republic forces from a distance! 


As he continued to look through the city, his eyes fell on a familiar 


part of the city where Obi-wan sent the Muunlist 10 to destroy the 
Harnadian's massive defense cannon. He grinned in mischievous 
anticipation; he planned to turn his clever plan for Kenobi into a 
failure. 


And a big middle finger to the Jedi and Clones. 


The Battle of Muunilinst would become a Decisive CIS Victory, and 
he would ensure that. One way or another... 


...or he could just use the erase/remover feature of his tool gun on 
the Republic maggots, but that's no fun. 


Then, unexpectedly, a bat hits Richard's binoculars and- 


San Hill and Durge had to do a double take on what they saw. Either 
they're hallucinating, or maybe someone must've spiced their drinks 
at one point, or did Richard Mann's head impossibly roll over in 
unexpected ways that seem impossible for an average human to do... 


"What. The. Fuck?" Richard cursed as he turned to hit him. 
It's Streak and Blurr; they have returned from their mission. Richard 
is unfazed, having his head turned around in impossible ways like the 


StBlackST Soldier. 


"Check it out, Commander!" The RED B1-Scout Droid shows him the 
datapad up to his face. 


Richard looks at the Datapad up to his face and is delighted with the 
marked locations for possible places to put the Teleporters, and with 
the time he has now, he can get working with his plan. 


"Sweet Land of Holy P AINIS-" 

"Pardon?" San Hill stared questioningly at Richard, and so did Durge. 
"let's go!!" 

Everyone watched Richard walk off stylishly as he began... singing. 


" ¢>...this looks like that job for me. So everybody, just go with me! Never 


bring a bat to the battlefield! It feels so gay, (okay) without me! .ox" 


Both Durge and San Hill just stood there and watched him walk into 
the distance, with Hot-Rod and B1-Engineer Droids following close 
behind. San Hill doesn't know how to process all of this when... 


"Stupid Idea to take Richard." 
San Hill turned to Durge, "...What?" 


Durge stared back as if stunned by what he had just spoken and or 
even said anything at all. 


—Small Timeskip— 


So after Richard and the Engineers had set up hidden Teleporters 
behind the landing area where the Republic would attack, which 
didn't take too long, as the B1-Engineers could get stuff done quickly 
as soon as possible. 


While that's happening, Richard talks to the droids casually, 
surprising them with how casual he is with them despite having a 
higher rank. But in Richard's words, he tells them, "Well, I'm not on 
duty, and I want to get to know the droids I'll be fighting with." 


This is honestly a nice change of pace for the droids, who expect the 
organics not to care for them one bit, yet here is making small talk 
and conversations with supposed cannon fodder. This casual 
interaction made Richard likable with the droid garrison as he took 
time to talk with them and even ask for advice about strategies that 


he would use for the upcoming assault. 


Even the RED Team also converses with the Droids, discussing their 
experiences after the battle of Geonosis. As well as experiences with 
their commander, the droid garrison sees Richard Mann in both an 
odd and positive light due to how eccentric he is. 


In another thing, during his time in the City of Muunilinst, he took 
his time to enjoy the city's architectural design. To think the republic 
would attack a lovely and fantastic world, especially a big city. The 
Financial Capital of Muunilist? How could they? 


But as he continues his fascination with Muun Buildings from the 
balcony, his eyes fall again on the particular route from a distance a 
specific Arc Trooper Squadron used to destroy the giant artillery 
cannon... 


... would it be cheating if you had firsthand knowledge of every 
Republic engagement and how they won because you watched TV 
Shows that kept showing the Republic perspective and reading stuff 
in the Star Wars wiki? 


Of course not! It's not cheating; it's keeping yourself informed in 
advance. 


As Richard Mann thought of this, he looked over the regular B1- 
Battle Droids equipped with snipers patrolling the balcony nearby. He 
looks at where the Arc Troopers would attack and back to the droid 
snipers—an idea formed in his head. 


Before he can enact his plan, he spots a group of IG-Lancer Droids 
walking about in the area. And again, another idea formed in his 
mind. 


He took note of the Command Droid on the same level as them, and 
he activated his comms to connect to the droid's transmission, 
"Lieutenant. Please send a few Assassin Droids, Commando Droids, 
and the Lancer Droids to my location now. I have plans for them." 


"/Roger, Roger/" Was the reply from the other end of the 
transmission before it ended. 


Richard puts aside his comms and looks down as he watches a 
Command Droid addressing the nearby Assassin Battle Droids, 
Commando Droids, and IG-Lancer Droids of their assignment. 


Looking at the Tool Gun in his holster, he lets out a slight 
mischievous grin. Oh, just how fun this could even get! 


A few minutes later, a whole platoon of Assassin Battle Droids, the 
battle droid, delivered a couple of Commando Droids, as well as a 
Company of IG-Lancer Droids, to him at the balcony. They all stood 
in attention as one of the assassin droids stepped forward. 


"Sir, you request us?" One of the Assassin Battle Droids asked for the 
whole group. Richard looks before them with an all-too-knowing 
smirk. 


He unholsters his tool gun and aims it at the Droids present to him. 
Then he pulled the trigger... 


... More droids to add to his small private army of TF2 Battle Droids. 
—_xX— 


Call Durge crazy... but he thinks there is something wrong with him. 
It was after many hours since Commander Mann left with his band of 
odd battle droids to whatever location they were going. Durge is just 
in the control room of the main building as the Muuns strategize 
their next move while they still have time to make defenses before 
the initial republic attack. 


But he knows something is wrong with him. 


He doesn't know what it is; he's sure it has something to do with that 
human with a helmet covering half of his vision, who can somehow 
understand him via non-verbal communication. 


Literally, he doesn't seem to act like himself. He never speaks so often 
or not. He lets his actions dictate that he means business. And even 
then, he wouldn't comment on anyone or anything, especially to 
someone as insignificant as a low-ranked officer who somehow can 
communicate with him non-verbally. 


Yet when he spoke as if it was natural for him to say anything, it felt 
out of character... 


",,.Is nice!" 


Durge immediately clamps his hand to his face, mouth guard. What 
the hell?! Why did he say that?! Why would he say that?! Yet it felt 
natural for him to say it... 


So odd... yet it felt natural... 


",,.Is nice!" 


...He should perhaps lay down and rest or something... when was the 
last time he slept? Durge groans and says without thought, "Durge is 
getting too old with this..." 


Something is definitely wrong with him. 
",..1s nice!" 
—(Timeskip)— 


The past few weeks since Richard arrived at Muunilinst, he has spent 
day and night strategizing with San Hill and other Muun 
Commanders and strategists about their defenses, setting up traps, 
and plan of attacks. He coordinates the possible areas of defense 
against the republic, though admittedly, he knows where they will 
strike, and he persuades the Muun Commanders to follow his lead 
about where to defend. Our odd Commander coordinated with his 


fleet above in an ambush position; he planned to catch the republic 
off-guard if he played his cards right. 


Also, off-screen, Richard has upgraded the Droids he requested earlier 
to become part of his TF2 Droid Army, and the Munificent Frigates 
have been boosted once more. And this time, they're upgraded to 
cloak and remain undetected. 


Before any of you ask, yes... our resident Tactical Droid was slowly 
losing his mind or processor over the nonsense he bore witness to and 
the impossibility that came with it. 


As of now, Richard is inside the control room along with the other 
military commanders. Durge is also standing there, brooding in the 
shadow like the badass Bounty Hunter he is! Though he seems more 
on edge than usual... oh well. 


Richard is at the moment making some last-minute changes in his 
strategy, and then... 


"Commanders! The Republic is here!" 


Richard smiled when he heard the announcement while the military 
officers scrambled for their positions... Is the Republic attacking? 
That's good, and now it's time for the show to begin. 


= 


The invasion of the planet by Muunilists has begun. Over orbit, 
Republic Acclamators converge on the planet as they face the defense 
platforms head-on. They launch a swarm of fighters and gunships, the 
latter flying towards the earth below with one breaking away from 
the main force, as the former faced the droid fighters and defense 
platforms, and, wait a minute... 


...Where are the Munificent Frigates? By Munificent Frigates, do I 
mean the literal MAC Cannon Frigates? Where are they? 


Now, I'm sure you, dear viewers, are wondering why Richard hasn't 
upgraded the Orbital Defense Platforms as he did with the Munificent 
Frigates. Well, for one, it would already give away how much of an 
anomaly he is. His stunt with the TF2-Droids and the hyperdrive 


thing has already made him a very odd and enigmatic individual, so 
having the orbital defense platforms magically upgraded in a shorter 
time is severely suspicious. 


Now, before any of you point out the MAC Cannons in the 
Munificent, it was because he did it away from the prying eyes of the 
non-Gmodders. The regular droids and TF-2120 don't count! 


Ah, well, anyway, the Republic invasion force made their ground 
invasion as swarms of gunships flew into the planet while taking lots 
of casualties from the Hailfire Droids' rockets. 


Most notably for the republic aggressor, it would seem the droid 
garrison on the planet has "predicted" where the republic would 
attack and pre-fired their weapons, turning the sky above into a 
death trap as casualties on the republic side mounted up before the 
gunships could have landed or unload their infantry. It has nothing to 
do with an odd Commander who somehow knew where it could 
(wink, wink). 


Despite the growing casualties, the republic still pushed through the 
literal hail storm of death. The republic has sent a first wave of clone 
troopers, was unloaded to the ground, and faced the droid forces 
head-on, though compared to canon, their numbers are less but 
manageable to some degree. With a landing zone cleared, the 
republic has dropped in vehicles and many other military assets they 
would use in this invasion, like a command center, artillery and 
supply zone, or something. 


Leading the charge are the Jedi Generals of the Republic; among 
them is Negotiator/Mr. Hello-There Jedi Master, Obi-wan Kenobi. 
Just as the battle began, the droid garrison and clone invasion forces 
clashed as blaster bolts and explosions filled the battlefield from the 
skies and land above. 


However, unknown to republic forces, even the CIS Forces, from 
ground and space, something isn't right. From the space battle above, 
the two hundred Acclamator and thousands of Republic starfighters 
engaged the Orbital Defense Platforms over Muunilist. 


However, something isn't indeed correct, as I stated before. Not far 


from the space battle and invisible to the naked eye as well as 
undetected by both allies and enemies, seven Munificent Frigates or 
MAC Frigates (as the author would like to call them because of the 
UNSC Halo MAC Cannons) observe the battle ahead of them. They're 
hidden and invisible, and the invasion force is unaware of them 
thanks to cloaking upgrades that the Odd Commander generously 
provided. 


The Standin Fleet, as Richard calls it, is placed on standby while the 
space battle rages on. Inside the helm of Standin 1, TF-2120 sat on 
the command chair and observed the battle ahead, and admittedly, 
he had no idea how to proceed. 


He was given strict orders by their commander (the very same one 
who gave him a droid equivalent of migraine) for the fleet to stay 
cloaked and not engage the enemy until he was ordered to do so. 
Honestly, even the Tactical Droid is unsure how to proceed with this. 
Generally, if an organic commander acts illogically, he would take 
action and take command of the vessel and the operation himself. But 
it isn't always like that, not with the current circumstances of the 
situation. Even as the Orbital Defense Platforms can take down some 
Acclamator, the republic ships are not being destroyed fast enough to 
land a decisive blow on the invading forces as the republic still has 
less than two hundred ships in operational and are now pelting the 
Orbital Defense Platforms. 


"That's a lot of ships." One of the Droids commented, looking at the 
battle ahead of them. 


"Yeah... uh, do we even have the firepower to take many of them 
on?" Another droid on the shield console questioned, uncertain of 
their predicament. 


"Well... the commander did something with our ships somehow..." A 
Droid on the cloak console stated with uncertainty as he scratched 
the back of his head, "Maybe these Mac Cannons would help?" 


That's when TF-2120 stated, despite the amount of droid equivalent 
of migraines he has in his processor, "I calculated that our chances of 
success are... 5%. We must fall back." 


Most of the droids on the bridge express their uncertainty regarding 
the battle ahead since they are unsure if the so-called MAC Cannons 
would be enough to turn the tide of battle or even the odds. How 
could seven Frigates stand up against 200 Acclamators? The chances 
are nearly impossible... but that's what any rational being in Star 
Wars would think! These ships are TF2/Gmod Upgraded, not Star 
Wars upgraded! 


The only ones who aren't uncertain are the three B1-Engineer Droids 
in the ship, which are positioned neatly at the MAC Cannon weapon 
console, and also a new additional TF2fied point-defense system. 
They have no doubt they could win this despite the overwhelming 
odds; they are, after all, the ones who upgrade the ships from prying 
eyes. 


As their commander has put it, he made the Standin Fleet "Venator 
Killers." They're not sure what he means by that, but it's likely a 
republic ship they have yet to encounter. 


Anyways, their orders are made very clear. Stay cloak and wait for 
the moment to strike the numerically superior fleet. 


"Nope!" The B1-Engineer disagrees with the course of action, "The 
boss made his orders clear. We stay put and wait for the moment to 
strike!" 


"Against that?!" A Battle Droid screeched and pointed at the battle 
ahead, "How can Seven Frigates go up against that many ships?!" 


"Oi, we're the ones who did the upgrading and building here with the 
Standin fleet!" Another B1-Engineer Droid retorted, "You may doubt 
our chances, but the boss was the one who ensured we will get a 
decisive victory on this!" 


"Our chances are overwhelmingly low, we-" TF-2120 was cut off. 


"Shut yer trap, you walking computer box!" The B1-Engineer insulted, 
"I don't care about our chances! If the boss said we are assured of our 
victory, then let's go fuck them up!" 


"Yeah!" The B1-Engineers cheered while the droids were still 


uncertain. While it's true that their commander has somehow 
upgraded their fleet to be "Venator Killers," there's still a lingering 
doubt about those droids. The Tactical Droid would have usually 
overridden and taken command, but from how the droids behaved 
towards him, mainly the odd-looking droids, they would have 
ignored his orders regardless of his rank. 


So the Tactical Droid accepted with uncertainty and frustration of 
those orders despite the odds. 


—At the HQ— 


At the Headquarters, Richard stood and watched as San Hill and 
Military Commanders gazed at the holo-table that displayed the 
holographic image of the battle; the garrison forces showed blue 
while the republic was red. San Hill and the Muuns seem somewhat 
optimistic from the results when the war began. 


"Commander... your predictions are right!" One Muuns stated, looking 
at the holo table that shows the first wave, "We attacked the republic 
where it hit them!" 


And true to his words, before the ground battle, many Gunships were 
shot down by the Hailfire droids and Anti-Air Defenses deployed by 
the garrison before they could land their troopers. The first wave has 
suffered many more casualties than in canon. Many clones died, and 
the Republic had many of their vehicles destroyed before they could 
even land. But they still landed and cleared a landing zone. 
Nevertheless, it is expected. 


"They're still able to secure a landing zone..." Another Muun said with 
a frown as he looked at the holographic map that displayed Republic 
Troops and vehicles landing and setting up a Command Center. 


Despite that, San Hill is delighted with how the war is going, as it 
seems they managed to drop the first blood on the enemy's forces. 
Still, Chairman San Hill knew that getting the first strike wouldn't be 
enough. He looks at Richard, who he comes to respect as an 
individual and also one of the most reliable commanders he has at his 
disposal... one of the most unpredictable commanders in his arsenal. 


"Muhahahahha!" The Odd Commander laughed, "Now, we've done 
phase one! Now, onto phase two! Let's begin Operation 2Fort!" 


The Muun Commanders understood the operation, and immediately, 
One of the Muun Commander sent out a transmission to the droid 
garrisons to the second phase. 


a oe 


"Fire!" Chief shouted from the top of his AAT as all at once, the AATs 
fired a salvo of shots onto the clone forces, with other droids 
entrenched in their cover or out in the open and facing the clone 
forces head-on. 


He shouts into the comms and droid network, "Attention! This is 
Chief of the Red Team and Second in Command of Commander 
Mann! Here are the facts as I understand them! One: We will not let 
those Republican maggots push us back! Two: we will tear those 
republic maggots into gibs! Commander Mann has told us we are not 
expandable! No! We are not! Commander Mann saw value in us as 
soldiers! Individuals! It's time to prove yourselves as defenders! It is 
why he upgraded us to serve the Confederacy well! Yet he still sees 
value in non-upgraded units! You know why?!" 


There was a pause to let the speech sweep in, every droid feeling 
patriotic pride through their processors. 


"It's because he sees us more than droids! He sees value in all of you! 
For he's an organic commander we all look up to! A commander who 
is willing to show camaraderie with us! We are Soldiers of the 
Confederacy of Independence Systems! We are defenders of freedom 
and liberty! AND WE WILL INTRODUCE THOSE REPUBLIC 
MAGGOTS THE CONFEDERACY OF YOU JUST GOT DOMINATED!!!" 


Chief gave the droids a moment to cheer or prepare for the upcoming 
battle. As the barrage of rockets and anti-aircrafts filled the sky with 
death and destruction, the OOM-Soldier Droid gave the command. 


"ATTAAAACCKKK!" 


The droids roared in response and charged forward with much vigor 


and aggression, firing indiscriminately at the clone forces. 


The Droid Garrisons and Republic Invader clash and fight, the former 
doing better than usual due to having prior knowledge of where the 
republic would attack. The latter were struggling to make 
breakthroughs at the Droid defenses. However, luck smiled on them 
as the droid steadily fell back from their forward positions while 
firing. 

The republic took this opportunity and rushed in to take more from 


the ground from retreating CIS Garrison, 


The Republic thought they managed to break through as their forces 
entered the city, while their supposed retreating droid forces 
continued to fire and retreat. 


However, they didn't account for one thing... 


The first rank of Clones and Vehicles, with a Jedi leading them, were 
passing between the buildings that the droids once occupied and now 
retreated when... 


*hbeep* *beep* *beep* 

*BOOM!* 

*BOOM!* 

*BOOM!* 

The area was suddenly filled with loud booms of detonation. 


Explosions erupted from the ground as the first rank of Clones and 
Vehicles were suddenly gibbed into pieces, causing a disarray amongst the 
republic forces as the first rank of clones and vehicles were destroyed. But 
it didn't end there as the supposed first line of defense set up by the 
droids was filled with more sticky bombs, which continued to blow 
up, taking more unfortunate clones to their deaths. 


They have fallen from a sticky trap set up by the BX-Demo Droids. 
The TF2 Droids on the backlines of the second line of defense let out 
laughs and taunts with their droid brethren when that happened. 


Chief was there to oversee operations, and he wasn't disappointed 
with the results. He sat on top of an AAT and turned to the BX-Demo 
Droid, who was sitting on top of the AAT's turret. 


"Nice work!" Chief gives a thumbs-up 
"Thanks, Mate!" 


After the explosion ended, the first wave of Clones was no more, and 
nothing was left. How could simple sticky grenades create an 
enormous blow on the Republic's forces that easily? 


What happened was when the Droid Garrison made a feint retreat 
due to Operation 2Fort. Where they feint a retreat and let the 
republic take the first row of defense, and when they enter the first 
row and wait for the right moment, that's when they sprung the trap. 


Plus, Days before the battle, Richard had coordinated with his BX- 
Demo Droids (and upgraded the IG-Lancer Droids into IG-Demo 
Droids) to set up sticky traps across the first defense row and between 
the streets. In contrast, Battle Droids that were upgraded into B1- 
Medics used a Kritzkrieg on them to turn the Sticky Grenades into 
Crit-Sticky Grenades. And it was fortunate that the sticky bombs were 
concealed lest the republic would be aware of them. 


Also, he did watch a lot of simple history. He played games where he 
deceived the enemy into a trap or kill zone, so yeah, he used what he 
learned by giving the enemy a false opportunity to move forward and 
gain ground, only to be deceived and blown up by a bunch of Drunk 
Scottish BX-Commando Droids. Thus, they set up a Crit-Sticky Trap, 
hence why the explosion caused so much damage to the vehicles that 
accompanied the clones, as well as taking many lives in the process. 


Plus, the fact that the whole street was filled with those explosives 
didn't help. After the first wave of clones were destroyed, the droid 
garrison quickly entrenched themselves on the second line of defense 
as the republic sent another wave. 


But they didn't account for one thing again... 


The Clones were cautious as they walked and moved between the 


city's ruined buildings with AT-TEs nearby. They still fired their 
weapons at the enemy as they charged forward. However, as they 
enter deeper into the demolished parts of the city towards the second 
line of defense... 


*beep * *beep * *beep * 
*BRRRRRRRRRRRRRITTTITT!* 
*BOOM!* 


The Engineer fired Sentry's bullets and even lasers from the windows 
of the ruined buildings as the clone infantry were caught off guard 
and cut down while rockets blew nearby vehicles from the ruined 
buildings. What's ambushing them now? The Clones with rocket 
launchers aimed them at the buildings where their brothers were 
being attacked and fired, intending to take the ambushes out. 


But as their rockets were about to reach it, their rockets just 
disintegrated as soon they were about to reach their targets. The 
Clones were dumbfounded and confused, but it didn't last long as 
they were cut down; the vast array of bullets and lasers fired on them 
was unprecedented, the former creating pools of blood everywhere! 
Even the Jedi leading them was cut down by the hail of bullets and 
lasers. 


And amidst this, they can hear the faint laughter and taunts of a 
Southern accent from the buildings. 


"You're all about to have a real bad day!" 
"Start prayin', boy!" 
"Another satisfied customer!" 


Just like that, this open warfare became urban warfare with 
buildings, ruined or not, being potential ambushes and traps. Even 
when the republic started targeting the ruined buildings, the B1- 
Engineer had already left when it turned its sights on them instead of 
the second row of defense. 


Speaking of which, the B1-Engineers were quick on their feet; after 


the B1-Engineers' ambush was met with success, they left their 
sentries to continue pelting the republic invaders before they were 
eventually destroyed. Not that it matters to the B1-Engineers, as they 
have set dispensers at the back line of the second row of defense. 


They could rebuild their sentries again. Upon reaching the second 
line of defense, the engineers quickly entrenched themselves and set 
up Sentry guns. At the same time, nearby Battle Droids provided 
support and began a counter-offensive on the clone forces. The B1- 
Engineers set up their sentries on elevated positions, and they quickly 
made sure to upgrade them to Level 3. They even set up Custom 
Sentry Guns that are just as lethal and dangerous, but with different 
specialties. 


From on top of ruined buildings and rubble, support sentries acted as 
anti-air, shooting down at LAAT that came close. Skirmisher Sentries 
have a more extended range than regular sentries that work as anti- 
personnel but have fewer bullets. 


They still use Regular Sentry Guns in the defense, but with limited 
range, they cannot do much damage independently. So to make them 
more lethal, they decided to do something that every TF2 player 
despised the most and something that has been a pain in the ass for 
TF2 Players in 2013 that made the Engineer one of the OP Class of 
the game for its time! 


... with so many sentries set up on every corner of the battlefield, 
most Bl-Engineers did the unspeakable, and the author is very sorry 
about what you will witness as a TF2 Player of 2013... 


The Wrangler Spam!!! 
"YEEEEEEE-!!!" 
*BOOM!* *BOOM!* *BOOM!* 


A lone sentry would still get many kills if not careful, but with many 
of them while being aided by nearby allies? They're a beast to deal 
with! 


The B1-Engineers quickly equip themselves with the wrangler to 
manually control the sentry's firing and use its unique buffs to bring 
more death on the republic invaders and provide support. The aimed 
assist (yes, that's a thing) from the wrangler proved to be very 
effective as more clones died. Even if they tried to take out the sentry 
with overwhelming firepower, the sentry shield managed to tank 
most of the damage thrown at it, and even when damaged, the B1- 
Engineers merely repaired it with a whack of a wrench and its 
backup running and shooting. 


The jeers and cheers of engineers can be heard as they fire hail 
bullets and lasers at the clone troopers. 


*BBBBRRRRRRRRRRRRITT!* 
"This thing ain't on auto-pilot, son!" 
"That's from yours truly, son! 
"Tagged ya!" 


The Clones, in this unfortunate assault, attempt to take out the B1 
Engineers. Still, they are dealing with B1 Battle Droids who are 
upgraded with TF2 Engineer stuff and are too bright and remain 
hidden, deciding to use the rescue ranger to repair their buildings 
from a safe distance without exposing themselves. 


What's more, with how the Wrangler works, the B1-Engineer would 


stay out of sight and point the Wrangler at the enemy from a 
concealed position without exposing themselves while nearby B1- 
Engineers help with the repairs and resupplying of their sentries. It 
got to the point they decided to use freaking AT-TEs to try and take 
out the Sentry nest... but... 


*ppphf* 


... The AT-TE's shots were immediately disintegrated by nearby B1- 
Engineers, equipped with the Short-Circuit to destroy incoming 
projectiles. Lol. 


You must be wondering, how many B1s did our commander convert 
to TF2 Engineers? Well... 


"YEEEEEEEE!" 
*BOOM* *BOOM* *BOOM* 


About three companies spread across the defense lines, making 
sentries and dispensers. 


Richard made a small army of TF2 Droids, though they're kept in 
reserve at HQ, with the B1-Engineer Droids being an active 
participant in the defense with the many sentries set up across the 
defense lines. And with Chief being the one to oversee operations, 
along with some BX-Demo Droids. 


Anyways, the Republic is now stuck in a stalemate as the CIS 
continues to hold its own against them until the Republic has its 
artillery set up and ready, hoping that it will break through the CIS' 
defense lines. 


...As if our odd commander wasn't prepared for that to happen... 
—_xX— 


Sir, Operation: 2Fort is a success!" One of the Muun Commanders 
cheered as the holographic table showed the republic forces getting 
decimated, mainly the first wave of troops and vehicles that were 
unfortunate to meet their untimely end. 


"The Republic has set up their artillery!" Another Muun pointed out 
the holographic battle map in the holo-table. 


".,.we can see that, Commander." San Hill deadpans at the Muun's 
obvious observation. 


"Good, now onto the next phase!" Richard looks at San Hill with a 
smirk and pulls out a walkie-talkie. 


"What is that?" The Muun questioned, referring to the device on his 
hand. 


Richard said nothing to him before he talked into the walkie-talkie, 
"Soldier! Team Fortress..." 


"Team Fortress...?" The Muun questioned, with Durge tilting his head 
in interest. 


",..Tactic Delta-38 Rancor Teeth! Operation: RED Spy In The Base!" 


"/Roger that!/" The Walkie-Talkie responded. Richard puts his 
walkie-talkie away and looks at the Muun. 


"Now, the wait," Richard said as he leaned back on the wall. 


San Hill and the Muuns look at each other while Durge looks on in 
interest in what this Richard fellow has planned. So far, this odd 
commander has proven to be an exciting individual with his unusual 
droids, unpredictable nature, tactics, and eccentric behavior, 
especially his uncanny ability to 'predict' where the Republic would 
attack. 


*hiss-pish* 


The sudden noise made the Muuns look at Richard, and they saw the 
odd Commander now opening up a bottle of some kind before he 
took a sip of his drink. After he drinks the bottle, he sees everyone 
looking at him. Undeterred, he smiles and offers a drink. 


"Scrumpy?" 


The Muuns were confused as they looked at him questioningly. 


Eventually, one Muun stepped forward and said, "I'll take one. I need 
to get rid of this headache." 


—Elsewhere, many minutes ago— 


Before the primary battle continues between the republic forces and 
separatist forces in Harnaidan, one Republic Gunship breaks away 
from the main force, flying among the buildings towards their target: 
the giant artillery cannon bombarding the Republic Forces. Captain 
Frodo, along with the other ARC Troopers, is aware of the risk of this 
mission, but it is for the republic's sake to get rid of the enemy's 
ability to bombard their brothers. 


But as the Gunship flies through the city, two Battle Droids run up to 
the highest level of the building as the Gunship flies past. Notably, 
these droids do not hold weapons or equipment standards to the 
confederacy. No, these are droids from Richard's group: a B1-Medic 
Droid and a B1-Soldier Droid. 


The B1-Medic droid is a Medi-gun used by the other B1-Medics, but 
the design makes a distinction that it is a different medi-gun. 


The other droid is a Soldier Droid but is not holding the stock rocket 
launcher. Instead, the rocket launcher is high-tech with a slimmer 
barrel and a minor exhaust port, outfitted with a cosmetic scope with 
a CIS logo imprinted on the side of the Barrel. 


It's the Direct Miss- 

[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 
The Direct Shit- 

[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 
The Best Melee Weapon- 

[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 
Painis! 


[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 


The Direct Hit! 


The B1-Medic Droid from behind concentrates the beam and activates 
the Uber, which in turn causes the Rocket Launcher to glow red. 


"Schnell! Go get zem!" 


The helmet-wearing droid acknowledges his order, adjusts his aim, 
and calculates the distance of how fast his rocket could reach the 
gunship. With his estimation complete, he placed his digit on the 
trigger before stating, "Time to inform your next of kin!" 


The crit-rocket was fired, but then another, another, and another 
rocket was fired before the droid was reloaded. Four crockets pierced 
through the air and made their way towards their target. 


Two of the rockets missed, living up to their name as the Direct Miss- 
[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 

Direct Shit- 

[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 

Best Melee Weapon- 

[Technical Difficulty! Please Stand by!] 


But! BUT! The other two rockets could land a critical direct hit on the 
Gunship's engine and wing. 


The rockets managed to hit the Republic Gunship. As the pilot tries to 
regain altitude, he's forced to make a crash landing on the city 
ground with a resounding load screeching of metal as it skids on the 
ground. After the Gunship caused its unceremonious crash, Captain 
Frodo peeked his head out to survey the area before he silently 
ordered his troops that the close was clear with gesture. 


The clones followed the command without question and stormed out 
of the ship. Captain Frodo jumps down after two clones jump from 
their downed gunship. He puts his back against the ship's hull and 


gestures to secure a perimeter. 


Unknown to them, they are being watched. From the buildings 
around them, there are battle droids with sniper rifles scoped into the 
clone's position. These droids are concealed within the buildings with 
good cover and have the clones scoped into their sights. There are 
eight droids in total, two in each building from across each other 
between the Gunship. The droids from those buildings whispered as 
they scoped into their targets 


"Steady... steady..." One Droid from the building whispered as he 
scoped into an Arc Trooper. 


"Everything above your neck is going to be a fine red mist." Another 
one not far from his position also has scoped into one of the clones. 


"You better hold on to your head, mate." Another droid from the 
other building whispered as he scoped into one of the Arc Troopers. 


There are eight of these battle droids in total. 


The droids are not those typically inept and normal B1 Battle Droids. 
These B1 Battle Droids have sniper rifles, but they are wielding an 
odd variety of sniper rifles. Most of these droids are using what seems 
to be slugthrower-based sniper rifles; other droids are either using 
single-shot pneumatic dart guns with an air tank with spare team- 
colored darts (with corks) attached to the stock, a scope fitted to the 
top, and feathers tied to the barrel. 


Another has a sniper rifle made from a jury-rigged laser, equipped 
with a telescopic sight with two fins atop it, a laser sight directly 
underneath that, and a team-colored button on each side and the 
back. A parabolic antenna protrudes from the barrel of the rifle with 
a small tube of team-colored liquid at the end of the barrel, 
constructed from grayish-green metal and covered in a cream 
material at the stock and body of the rifle, while another battle droid 
is holding an odd sniper rifle which is quite the Classic. 


Most notably, these droids have tipped cowboy hats on their heads 
along with orange-lens sunglasses; it was an odd aesthetic choice to 
the regular battle droids accompanying them, but they didn't 


question the current separatist commander's decisions or their style 
choice. 


After the droids scoped into their targets, they slowly and carefully 
squeezed their finger on the trigger, then eventually... 


*BANG!* 


B1-Sniper droids unleashed their devastating weapons with 
unyielding precision and brutality. The resulting firepower from the 
sniper gave interesting results that shocked the regular droids 
accompanying them. 


The sniper droids managed to kill regular clones with headshots. A full- 
body shot killed one, a laser shot disintegrated the clone, and finally, one 
clone exploded into a pile of blood and gore by a fully charged shot of a 
classic sniper rifle. 


The sudden attack and gruesome death of the clones startled them, 
and the clones immediately returned fire at the buildings where the 
shots came from. They had no time to react to their comrade's 
gruesome death as they jumped into action. The droids that 
accompanied the snipers fired at the clones downwards from their 
high positions in the buildings. The Clone Force quickly took cover 
behind the down LAAT. 


The Clone Commander turned to the two regular clones with him and 
gestured they go out and draw the enemy's fire to them. The two 
clones nodded and ran out of their cover as the droids' blaster bolts 
and slug rounds were fired all around them. 


Buuut as the two clones run out of their cover to bring the droids' 
attention to them, they are immediately blown to bits by a glowing 
rocket that came from above. Startled, Captain Fordo looks up to see 
a Droid wearing a helmet fall downwards onto their position while 
yelling, "SCREAMING EAGLES!!!" 


Captain Frodo and the other clones didn't have time to react to the 
obscurity of what they were seeing when the falling Battle Droid 
started firing three rockets at the clones. 


Captain Frodo and other Arc Troopers avoided the incoming attack, 
but the other clones who were too distracted by the chaos of the 
battle were not fortunate, and thus, the B1-Soldier blows the clones 
to bits with the explosions of his rockets. 


One Clone survived but was immediately smashed on the head by a 
shovel of all things by the Helmeted Droid, "The eagle has landed!" 


The clone close to the droid was about to fire his DC-15 Blaster Rifle 
on him. Still, the helmet droid then spun around and smacked the 
clone with the shovel site, knocking him out, giving him a 
concussion, and breaking some pieces of the helmet in the process, 
most likely giving the copy-paste a skull fracture in the process. 


Captain Frodo didn't let this distract him, and he took aim and fired 
his two DC-15 Heavy Blaster Pistols at the Droid, who responded 
appropriately to being shot at, "Ah crap!" 


A single shot would typically be enough to down a B1 Battle Droid, 
but the two shots didn't down the Droid, who only grunts in pain. 
The Droid then pulled out his rocket launcher from his back and 
aimed downward at his feet before he jumped and fired. Captain 
Fordo thought the Droid blew himself up, but to his utter shock, the 
Droid flew upward, catapulted from the explosion, and crashed 
through the window of one of the buildings. 


Captain Fordo has never faced battle droids of this caliber, and it 
helped to note that these droids' weapons are so absurdly powerful, 
even for Slug Thrower-type weaponry. 


Before he could attest to the situation, another ARC Trooper beside 
him was shot dead by one of the snipers, breaking the Clone Captain 
out of his shock and immediately went to cover as the sniper droids 
jeered and taunted him and his men. 


"I'm gonna blow the inside of ya head all over four counties!" 
"I'm gunnin' for ya, you mongrels!" 
"This is gonna be a real piece of piss, you bloody fruit shop owners!" 


Insults and jeers aside, just before the Commando Squad could even 


come up with a plan or rally his troops, a rocket hits the side of the 
downed ship, thus disorienting the remainders of Muunilist 10. The 
Clones look over to their cover to see the same Rocket Launcher 
Wielding, now firing a rocket from their position from a more 
advantageous and protected position. The Droid jeered at them, "I 
joined this team just to kill maggots like you!" 


The B1-Soldier Droid fired another rocket, and it exploded on the 
ship's side once more. The Clone took pop shots at the droids, who 
took cover, before looking at his captain as if pleading on what to do 
next in this dire situation. 


"Captain! Your orders! What should we do?!" 


...1 literally just pointed that out, you stupid clone- oh right, they 
can't hear me. 


"I can!" 


Shut up, Soldier Droid! Just continue whatever you're doing from 
where you're standing! 


"Ves!" 


Anyways, *ahem”* In the heat of the moment, Captain Frodo was 
about to relay a plan to the remaining troopers around him, and then, 
in a sudden flash, an ARC Trooper beside him had his head cut clean 
off! He turned to see an IG-Lancer Droid holding a sword but, for some 
reason, wears a beanie and an eyepatch that covers one of his 
photoreceptors. 


"There can be only one!" The IG-Lancer Droid shouted before the 
Droid then charged with a war cry, its weapon glowing red, and ran 
at him with such speed, "RAAAAAAAHHH!" 


Captain Fordo evades the attack, but it instead strikes an unfortunate 
Clone Trooper behind him. The Clone was busy firing on the enemy 
at the buildings; he didn't notice the incoming blade before it was too 
late. The Clone's head was separated from his shoulders as a jet of 
blood produced from his neck. 


Captain Frodo was horrified by the sudden escalation. This mission 


was supposed to go smoothly: remove the cannon and remove the 
enemy's ability to bombard the republic forces. The command never 
told them anything about these battle droids! What are they?! 


The last thing Captain Frodo saw before his eyes was the IG-Lancer 
Droid pulling out a Grenade Launcher, aiming it at him, and firing a 
grenade at him. Fordo didn't have time to react due to being 
overwhelmed by what was happening, as the last thing he saw before 
his death was an explosion and darkness. 


Captain Frodo's bloody remains have been gibbed by the pill grenade. The 
IG-Lancer Demo-Droid then laughed and pointed at the dead Clone, 
"KABOOM!!" 


The remaining clones of the strike force are dispatched and 
obliterated by the odd group of Droids who laugh and jeer at them. 
Muunilist 10 failed to destroy the giant cannon and failed their 
mission. The worst is about to happen for the rest of the invasion 
force. 


aa 


Obi-wan Kenobi felt something was wrong as he watched the battle 
from afar on his mobile command center. He doesn't know why. All 
he knows is that the struggle isn't going smoothly for the Republic, 
not at all, not one bit. When the battle began, they suffered grievous 
(hah!) casualties from the droids' pre-attacks and more deaths from 
the enemy's tricks and tactics. The first wave of clones was 
decimated, and the second was close to wavering; a third wave would 
be sent alongside them to aid the second wave in breaking the 
enemy's defenses. 


He's been getting reports of droids utilizing automated sentry guns to 
put their forces at a standstill, sentry guns that fired both slugs and 
blaster bolts, an odd combination. Still, it proves to be effective in 
stopping their advances. Reports have been that attempts to destroy 
them have been increasingly difficult due to them being maintained 
and defended by nearby droids and some weapon that could disperse 
a rocket or projectile. Whatever it was, it was getting troublesome. 


Even if they were to destroy a sentry gun, two more took its place by 
the droids who built them. More so, the droids have set a miniature 
version of their sentry guns, though not as lethal. They proved to be 
dangerous and effective as those guns harassed any infantry that 
attempted to move forward. And there were just so many of them, 
and their small stature made it difficult to hit them. The droids made 
a fortified defense that the Jedi can't help and respect. 


Obi-wan can't help but feel as if someone just predicted their 
movement from the beginning of the battle until now. They suffered 
so many casualties it's baffling how much the enemy has prepared for 
this battle, too prepared for his liking. 


"Sir." A clone behind him said, breaking Obi-wan out of his thoughts. 
"Our Artillery is ready." 


"Good, tell them to fire when ready," Obi-wan said with his back 
turned and continued to observe the battlefield ahead. 


"Yes, sir!" The clone then relays the orders as Obi-wan continues to 
observe the battle. 


Obi-wan grimaces as more clones die to the enemy's artillery and 
blaster fire, as well as explosive traps that litter the battlefield. The 
former is still operational, and only he hoped that Captain Frodo and 
his team had managed to infiltrate through the CIS line and turn off 
the enemy's artillery. Yet, there have been no updates but waits as 
the battle rages on. 


But he believed them that the ARC Troopers could finish their 
mission. 


As the Republic Artillery was set up, they began to pelt the Separatist 
Droid Army from a distance, giving the Republic the advantage and 
starting a counterattack on the droid forces. 


However, something is behind the Republic lines. 


A few not-suspiciously-looking clones walk up to the Republic 
Artillery Cannons. Once they are near, they pull out a modified and 
lethal version of the sapper. After checking if the close is clear or that 


no one is looking at them, the mysterious clones quickly place a 
sapper on the side of the Republic Artillery Cannons. 


The clones manning said cannons were startled when the artillery's 
systems overloaded. They tried to remedy the issue; however, as they 
did, the artillery cannons then... 


*KABOOM!* 
*KAKABOOM!* 
*KAPUT* 
*ExplosionNoises.avi* 


One by one, the Artillery Cannons are being destroyed, leaving the 
clones defending said artillery cannons in disarray. Many wonder 
what happened?! What destroyed their artillery division?! 


From the Republic Mobile Command Center, a clone overlooking 
artillery placement was startled and hastily informed the Jedi 
General, "G-General Kenobi! Our cannons! They all have been 
destroyed!" 


"What?!" Obi-wan said in shock as he was handed the binoculars. He 
uses it and zooms into the wreckage of what used to be the Republic 
artillery. He surveys the wreckage only to see clones in disarray and 
look over the destroyed remains of their artillery pieces. Their 
artillery was only set up a few minutes ago, and now they're 
destroyed?! They didn't even get a chance to fire! 


But what caught his attention were the few clones walking away and 
keeping their presence hidden from other clones trying to make sense 
of the situation. This is very suspicious. Very suspicious indeed, and 
the Jedi Master can't help but feel there's something off with those 
clones. 


Before Obi-wan would request to take those clones into questioning, 
they suddenly turned invisible. 


Obi-wan placed his binoculars down and stared intensely at where it 
happened. The destruction of their artillery has turned the tide 


against them once more as droid forces then started pushing the 
clone forces back, now that they've lost their artillery advantage 
while the droids retained theirs. 


He looks at the other side of the battlefield ahead and thinks, 'This 
has gotten a lot harder.’ 


He looks at the city and wonders, 'Captain Frodo and his ARC 
Troopers should have destroyed that cannon by now... Just what 
happened?' 


As Kenobi thought of this, on the battlefield, the Clones were being 
pushed back as the artillery cannon from the CIS side bombarded the 
clone's position, causing havoc and confusion on the clone lines. 
Infantry and Vehicles alike were being destroyed left and right by the 
continuous artillery fire of the Droid's Main Artillery Cannon from the 
top of the building. 


B1-Engineers decided to be bold and set up Sentry Guns on the front 
lines while using their wrangler, killing as many clones as possible. 
They're set up from ruined buildings or debris that would act as 
cover. 


AT-TE Tanks provided the infantry with heavy armor supports, but it 
was all fruitless as the overwhelming number of Droids was too much 
for them to handle. Primarily when the B1-Engineer Droids used their 
Short-Circuit to destroy any anti-vehicle projectiles thrown at them. 


Chief leads the droid defense in his AAT with the RED Team close by 
as his AAT fires from a distance, acting as a defense platform. 


RED B2-Heavy Droids raining bullets on the clones while having a 
dispenser close by to replenish their armor. 


RED B1-Scouts, Streak, and Blurr relay battlefield information from 
their survey to Chief. 


RED B1-Pyros air-blasting projectiles and rockets away from the 
defense lines or any CIS Vehicle, which prove to be a massive 
advantage for the droids. 


RED B1-Soldier Droids firing a salvo of rocket after rocket at any 


enemy infantry or vehicle they have their eyes set on. 


RED B1-Sniper concealed and sniped out enemy officers with precise 
accuracy. 


RED B1-Engineers Hotrod and Ratchet have set up dispensers and 
teleporters behind cover as it helps droids being transported to the 
frontlines faster while supporting other droid units that need healing 
and ammo, without the republic noticing as they're deployed behind 
cover. Also, whacking their wrench on the Chiefs AAT and nearby 
CIS Vehicles that got damaged from enemy fire or projectiles, which 
the engineers fixed, similar to how they heal their Sentry Guns by 
hitting their wrench on them. (#TF2Logic) 


RED BX-Spies were standing at the base of the AAT, as they had not 
been deployed yet, unlike the other BX-Spy Droids that destroyed the 
artillery. 


Their RED B1-Medic, Kritz, healed any droids that needed 
maintenance from taking too much damage or reviving droids that 
had fallen, which helped bolster the droids' numbers in the defense. 


Fortunately, the clones haven't taken note of the RED Team yet, and 
their uncanny effectiveness and performance as the chaos of the 
battlefield are too distracting to them. That, the many droids that are 
attacking said clones. 


As Chief's AAT fired another shell onto the battlefield, he received a 
transmission from Richard. He pulls out his holo-disk as the small 
holographic figure takes place on his holo-disk. 


"/Chief! I've got reports that the spies have successfully done their 
job! The Republican maggots lost their artillery support! Get RED to 
join the fray along with the other TF-Droids! Let's begin Mann-Tactic 
117 Operation: WELCOME-TO-THE-CONFEDERACY-OF-YOU-JUST- 
DOMINATED!/" 


Chief salutes, and the hologram disperses. He then connects to the 
droid network and sends a command, "ATTENTION!!!" 


His command got the droids' attention close by, whereas those at the 


front lines continued to fight. Chief gave the order, "All Units, be 
advised! Commander has unleashed Mann-Tactic Operation 117 
Operation: WELCOME-TO-THE-CONFEDERACY-OF-YOU-JUST- 
DOMINATED!" 


The RED Team and nearby TF-Droids cheered as Chief gave the call. 
"ATTAAAAAAAAAACCCKKK!!!" 


Just like that, all the droids, from regular to TF-Upgraded, all 
charged out of their fortifications onto the wavering clone forces, 
firing blaster bolts, rockets, grenades, bullets, and many other 
projectiles that the author won't describe because there are so many 
happening right now! 


Amidst the chaos of battle, suspicious Clone Troopers sneakily move 
among the republic lines without notice as the republic forces are 
focused on the droid army before them. These "Clones" position 
themselves with their respective AT-TEs without looking suspicious 
before the other clones close by. 


And as no one was looking or distracted, they strike! 


The "clones" placed their anti-vehicle sappers on the heavy walkers. 
All at once, many of the AT-TEs were overloaded by the EMP pulse of 
the sappers. The clones close by were shocked as they watched their 
heavy walkers suffering some malfunction or overload. As the 
operators try to fix the issue... 


*EXTRA BOOMS* 
*MORE BOOMS* 


The AT-TEs hit with sappers soon erupted into a massive flame, 
taking some clones around them. 


This caused some havoc amongst the Clone ranks, and the pressuring 
attacks from the droids were not helping their situation. The never- 
ending amount of blaster fire and bullets pushed the clones back as 
more AT-TEs started overloading and exploding in their area, not 
able to notice the snorting Clone Troopers who ran through the 
battlefield as they committed sabotage and espionage behind the 


enemy lines. 


A lone furry-looking Jedi leading the assault is trying, to the best of 
his abilities, to show the clones into battle. Still, the unexpected 
events that led to the destruction of most of the armored vehicles and 
artillery pressured the Jedi into the defensive. 


"What is happening?!" The furry-looking Jedi exclaimed before he 
dodged the incoming slugs fired at him by the sentry guns, thanks to 
his precognition. He took cover before he ran out and tried to 
maintain the offensive. 


As he fought and deflected blaster bolts from the droids, he didn't 
notice some clones were getting too close for comfort. The chaos of 
battle was enough to distract him that even when he saw the 
mysterious clones approaching him, he paid no mind as he assumed 
them to be helping him. 


But as the clone trooper approached him, he pulled out a knife and 
neatly unfolded it. Once behind the Jedi, he raised the knife, ready to 
bring it down on the furry. 


The Jedi sensed it, but it was too late as the knife then plunged itself 
into the force-user's back, at the back where the brainstem or spine is 
located. 


"AARGH!!!" 


The Jedi screamed out in pain as he tried to reach the knife behind 
his back, but blood poured out of his mouth. As he fell to the ground, 
he was able to muster the last remainder of his strength to turn 
around to see a Clone Trooper, who was then engulfed by smoke, 
revealing its proper form. 


"You've got blood on my chassis." The Commando Droid said with an 
accented voice before flicking a cigarette at the currently dying 
corpse of the Jedi. 


—Over Orbit of Muunilist— 


If you think that's annoying for the GAR, look at what has happened 
in the space battle above for the republic. The space battle is going 


well and smoothly for the republic as the only problems they have to 
deal with are the Defense Platforms and the swarm of droid fighters 
that continue to resist the republic's advance. 


The Republic lost many fighters from the swarm of Droid Fighters, 
and the Defense Platforms destroyed some Acclamators. But that 
didn't deter their advance as they had Anakin Skywalker helping and 
leading his men into battle. 


Anakin's starfighter evaded, weaved, dodged attacks from the droid 
fighters, and destroyed many of them while leading his clones into 
battle against the enemy forces. He felt confident in himself, 
significantly when he cunningly severely damaged one of the defense 
platforms. 


However, the Droids are numerous and neverending, but that never 
stops the chosen one from helping his men as the best he can. 


Anakin's starfighter zooms through the space battle toward the 
incoming droid fighters, "R4, divert power to forward shields!" 


Anakin Starfighter then unleashed missions on the droid fighters, 
destroying many of them from the attack. He was then aided by 
nearby torrent starfighters, who helped eliminate the other droid 
fighters tailing him. Seeing that his attackers are dealt with, he 
focuses on one of the orbital gun platforms. 


"Troopers, with me!" Anakin shouted through the comms as Torrent- 
Starfighters rallied behind him and followed him through the space 
battle against the CIS Orbital Defense Platforms, slowly being 
destroyed individually. 


And amidst all this, the seven Munificent MAC-Frigate stalk the 
battlefield like a predator waiting to ambush their prey. 


TF-2120 sat on the command chair with bated breath(?) and 
anticipation of when they would move; he watched as the 
Acclamators surrounded the Orbital Defense Platforms and destroyed 
many of them, like piranhas devouring their prey. The Droid is still 
uncertain how they could help when their numbers are woefully low 
compared to the Acclamators. Even though many Acclamators fell in 


battle, many are still operational. 
That's until... 
"/CAPTAIN!/" 


The Tactical Droid jumps in fright and turns to the holo-disk that 
now displays the commander. 


"/PHASE TWO HAS BEEN ACCOMPLISHED! UNTO PHASE 3! 
OPERATION: RANDOM CRITS!/" 


The Tactical Droid was brief on that and nodded. 
"Yes, sir, commander." 


"7Oh! By the way, let the Engineers handle the weapon consoles for 
the MAC Cannon and other guns. They know what they will do. Got 
that?/" 


"Affirmative." The Tactical Droid complied as communications were 
cut off. Then, he links the comms to the nearby frigates, "Attention all 
hands! Phase 3 is ongoing; Commander Mann has initiated 
Operation: Random Crits!" 


The Droids comply and prepare for battle as they all operate their 
consoles. As for the B1-Engineers... 


"Sir, when we attack, I suggest we activate the Kritz-Charge." The B1- 
Engineer at the weapon console suggested. 


"Kritz-Charge?" The Tactical Droid asked 


"Ah, right. The boss didn't tell you about it. Well, after we upgraded 
the ship-" 


"With impossible odds and timing." TF-2120 quickly interjected. 


"-We have set up something on the weapon console that would 
increase the weapon damage three times." The B1-Engineer finished, 
"But the charge will last for only 16 seconds and has a 40-second cool 
down and charge time. And we've estimated that the MAC-Cannon's 


reload time would be five seconds before firing. So we must make the 
best of it." 


The Tactical Droid considered his words and nodded. While he 
arrogantly believes he should have more control over this, these 
droids are more familiar with the weapon. Richard Mann is 
responsible for upgrading these droids. So, against his better 
judgment, he goes with the plan. 


"Very well, when we uncloak, prepare to fire. If your statement is 
true, we can't waste each time fired from the cannons." 


"That's the idea! Ready when you are; the boys and I will guide you 
and the rest on where we can hurt them real bad!" 


The Tactical Droid nodded, and he began positioning the fleet at an 
angle where the MAC-Cannons would prove to be effective with the 
guide and advice of the B1-Engineer droid. He has no idea how these 
things work but puts his supposed trust in these droids. 


"We're in position," TF-2120 said as he stood up from his command, 
and the B1-Engineers operating the weapon consoles all called out. 


"I'm ready!" 
"Pony up, boys!" 
"Everybody ready?" 


The other droids saw this and joined the callouts, with one of the B1 
Battle Droids at the shield console starting it. 


"Uh, yes! I'm ready!" 
"Roger, Roger!" 
"So are we!" 


After a chorus of affirmations, the Tactical Droid strategically 
positioned his fleet on a good angle of the republic forces, who were 
currently focused on the remaining Orbital Defense Platforms. 


As they got into position, the Tactical Droid shouted, "Activate Kritz 
Charge! And FIRE!" 


When the republic's sensor of the Acclamators and Fighters detected 
the Frigates unlocking, it was already too late to react. The Standin 
Fleet uncloaked, the MAC-Cannons all glowed Crit-Red, and all seven 
fired a salvo of Crit-MAC-Rounds at the Acclamators. 


The shot MAC-Rounds glowed red, and the MAc-Rounds launched 
from their cannons. The round struck the Acclamator, then pierced 
through the ship's hull towards the others behind it as they were to strike 
and pierced. Soon, the Acclamators fatally hit by the MAC-Rounds 
exploded like a cluster of excluding suns. 


For anyone who wants to know how it looks, here's an illustration of 
it. 


The Frigate's sudden attack destroyed the Acclamator. This shocked 
and startled republic forces as out from the initial volley, less than 40 
of those Acclamators were eliminated. 


Anakin Skywalker was in shock after he saw what happened to those 
Acclamators; he perceived those frigates as a significant threat. 
Especially when they turned, the Acclamators of the battle group was 


destroyed. 


"Gold 2! With me! We need to get rid of those frigates!" Anakin 
rallied urgently as he turned his attention to the enemy frigates as 
republic fighters quickly formed behind their general. 


"Yes sir, General!" It was the instantaneous response from the 
squadron leader of one of the fighters, and the engines of the 
formation intensified their thrust toward the small enemy battle 
group. 


Meanwhile, with the Standin Battle Group, the Tactical Droid would 
have his jaw drop if he had one. He is shocked by the effectiveness of 
the frigate's MAC firepower, though it was enhanced to have so- 
called Crits that tripled its damage output. The Crit-MAC-Cannons, in 
a good angle, just destroyed over 26 Acclamators. While some were 
damaged heavily from the damage they received, the latter were 
finished off by the defense platforms or droid fighters who picked 
them apart. 


The shock wore off TF-2120 as he was reminded of the Frigates' 
limited Crit-Charge by a B1-Engineer Droid. 


"Reloading cannon!" The B1-Engineer shouted as he typed into the 
weapons consoles. 


The Tactical Droid was quick on his feet to shout his order, "Angle 
the cannon again at the enemy! Pick your targets!" 


Five seconds later. 
"Fire!" 


Another salvo is fired, and more Acclamators fall from the damage 
powered by the Crit-MAC-Cannons. 


Anakin Skywalker saw all this; frustration and urgency filled his face 
as his starfighter and the accompanying clone fighters followed 
behind. They have to stop it from firing it again. However, due to the 
distance the Frigates placed themselves, it would be a matter of time 
before they fired their heavy weapons again. They have to save the 
offensive! 


But that didn't stop the MAC Frigates from firing a third salvo. 


What followed next was a cascade of explosions! Many Acclamators 
fell to the MAC Frigates. When the MAC Cannon Frigates fired their 
third salvo, more Acclamators were shredded and pierced, and those 
behind those other Acclamators were shot through and hit. 


After seeing the devastating effectiveness of the MAC-Frigates, The 
Tactical Droid and Droid Commanders were smart to let the 
Acclamators line up or angle their MAC-Cannons before firing, 
making quick work on them with ease as the round pierced the 
upfront acclamator before hitting the others from behind and the 
other behind it. 


Unfortunately for the Standin Fleet, their Kritz-Charge has been used 
up and would have to wait 40 seconds before it needs to be reused. 
Nevertheless, they managed to deal a decisive blow to the Republic. 


"The crit is used up. We have to wait 40 seconds." A B1-Engineer 
Droid says as he types away on the MAC-Cannon Weapon console. 


The Tactical Droid felt a wave of confidence wash over him; the 
power behind the Crit-MAC-Cannons was awe-inspiring and made 
him and every other droid in the fleet believe they could turn the tide 
of battle in their favor. 


"We can wait." TF-2120 says, acting somewhat jittery than before, 
"Can the MAC-Cannons still be fired?" 


"Yes, sir, but continued use would overheat the cannon. It would be 
forced to cool down for a few minutes before firing. We need to be 

careful about overusing it." The Tactical Droid considers the droid's 
words about the downsides. He turns to the republic fleet, who are 

far from getting effective range for their turbo lasers to hit. 


"Then we can pick them off from afar! Get the MAC-Cannons ready, 
pick your targets, and fire!" The Tactical Droid ordered as he sat back 
on his chair. 


"Gotcha!" 


Just like that, the Standin Fleet picked their targets and fired another 


salvo of MAC-Rounds at the Acclamators from a distance. However, 
unlike the Crit-MAC-Rounds, these rounds only managed to damage 
the Acclamator severely or destroy it in one precise shot. The damage 
output pales compared to the Crit ones, but that doesn't matter as 
they prove to decimate the Acclamators from a distance, acting as 
warship versions of snipers. 


It would be then the rest of the Republic Fleet would put their focus 
from the Orbital Defense Platforms to the enemy battle group that 
has turned many of their ships into slag as they fired their decimating 
MAC-Rounds. 


The Garrison on the Orbital Defense Platform was initially shocked 
by the power that the battle group of Munificent MAC Frigates had 
unloaded on the republic attackers but managed to gain their bearing 
and launched a swarm of droid fighters to intercept the republic 
fighters that were gunning towards the frigates. 


Speaking of the Republican Fighters that would not fall into a trap, 
General Anakin Skywalker is getting desperate if the frustration on 
his face isn't evident. 


"Just what weapons did the Separatists use?!" Anakin growled out 
loud, frustrated with the situation he found himself in. The initial 
force they had was destroyed or retreating into hyperspace. 


'As long as we get rid of those ships, we can win this!' Anakin thought 
to himself as he resolved to save the offensive. 


Oh, you poor, poor boy, do you think Plot-Armor would be on your 
side in this, Mr. Chosen One? Well... you're sorely mistaken! 


The swarm of Torrent-Fighters follows Skywalker towards the 
Standin Frigates, hoping to overwhelm them with numbers as they 
close into the MAC-Frigates. 


At the Standin Fleet, with the main Frigate leading the ambush, one 
of the droids operating a sensor console reported, "Sir, the navigation 
computer has detected republic fighters coming towards us!" 


The Tactical Droid looks at the B1-Engineers, "...Did this fleet 


undergo any anti-fighter upgrades before their impossible upgrades 
with MAC-Cannons?" 


The B1-Engineer operating the weapon would give him a smirk if he 
wanted to, "...you think the cannon is the only thing the Commander 
wanted to be upgraded?" 


Meanwhile, with Anakin's attack force, they are about to swarm the 
MAC-Frigates. However, Anakin and the other clones didn't account 
for one thing, nor did they expect it... 


...the Point-Defense systems and light-turbolasers were upgraded with 
TF2 Sentry Targeting Systems. 


And in TF2, the Sentry Targeting systems never miss so... 
*beep* *beep* 

*BBBRRRRRRRRRRRTTT!* 

*WHOOSH-BOOM!* 


The Point-Defense systems and Light-turbolasers of the frigates 
beeped, snapped their aim on the incoming republic fighters and 
opened fire. Anakin is the unfortunate fool to be attacked. 


R4 beeps in fright, and Anakin yelps as he swerves his starfighter to 
avoid the incoming attacks from the Point-Defense Turrets. 


"Oh, kriff!" Anakin cursed as he tried to evade the attacks. 


However, the turrets prove too accurate, and in turn, Anakin's 
starfighter has taken a lot of damage from the aim-assist of the point 
defense turrets. 


Soon other republic fighters were being shredded by the bullshit 
targeting systems of the upgraded point-defense systems. Anakin is 
forced to maneuver away as more Torrent-Fighters are getting 
destroyed by the Point-Defense weapons of the MAC-Cannon Frigates. 


And eventually, the rest of the CIS Starfighters caught up to the 
republic fighter and began supporting the Standin Fleet, who were 


currently swatting away the republic fighters like mosquitoes. 


R4 beeps in distress to his pilot as Anakin answers while controlling 
his shop, "I know R4! I know! Falling back!" 


His starship took too much damage from the point-defense system of 
the frigates. He has no choice but to withdraw from battle and fly 
back to one of the Acclamators now approaching the Standin Fleet as 
they lost another from a MAC-Round that was fired. 


About less than one hundred Acclamators remained, and regular 
MAC-Rounds from the frigates shredded those that survived the 
initial salvo from earlier. 


Anakin managed to enter one of the hangers of the Acclamator and 
made an emergency landing on the hanger bay. He got out of his ship 
and staggered on his feet, causing him to kneel. The clones 
immediately run to his side while others put out the fire on 
Skywalker's boat. 


"General, are you alright?" The Clone asked. 
"I'm fine." Anakin said as he stood up, "Inform the rest of the fleet-" 


Another explosion pulled him out of his thoughts as the sound of 
multiple explosions was heard once more. He turns his head towards 
the opening of the hanger and is startled along with the other clones. 
The devastating power of the MAC-Cannon Frigates has been 
recharged and are now firing another salvo of MAC-Rounds that tore 
the Acclamators into slag as the rounds pierced through the ships. 


Anakin broke out of his stupor and shouted, "Get more fighters ready 
to launch! We need to get rid of those... whatever those ships are!" 


"Sir, yes, sir!" The Clone nodded stiffly and ran. 


Anakin stared out of the hangar again to see the floating remains of 
the Acclamators that were destroyed. He frowned at this. Why wasn't 
he informed of this 'Super Weapon' that the CIS was making? They 
can't allow these frigates to be mass-produced, or else the republic 
would face more difficulties in countering these ships in future 
engagements (yeah because this has nothing to do with our unusual 


commander). 


Anakin watches helplessly from the hanger as another salvo of Crit- 
MAC-Cannons is fired again, tearing through many Acclamators like 
slag. Republic fighters fight bravely against their droid counterparts 
but are overwhelmed. 


But that didn't stop him as he ran to the ship's helm. When he arrived 
at the hangar bay, the republic captain was making commands before 
he noticed him. 


"General." The Captain says Anakin can sense his nervousness due to 
the devastation brought upon by the MAC-Frigates. 


"Captain." Anakin says as he walks and stares out of the bridge's 
viewport, "I want your ships to scatter! Don't cluster together! The 
enemy is counting on us doing this! Whatever weapon they have, it's 
destroying our ships!" 


The Captain sighed helplessly, "I'm sorry, sir, I'm doing our best, 
but..." 


He was cut short when he saw another Acclamator beside them hit at 
the ship's bridge, destroying it, as the rest of its body floated 
aimlessly. The Captain stared at it with dread before turning back to 
Skywalker. 


".,.we are at a disadvantage. What weapons those separatists 
developed are tearing us apart before our turbo-laser could get in 
range of them. Furthermore, we're losing ships... fast." 


Anakin frowned as he turned to the holo table, showing a 
holographic battle image. There, he sees how dire the situation has 
become. Out of the hundreds of Acclamators that joined the battle, 
about 30 remained. 


*BOOM* 


"Sir, another five more acclamators have been destroyed!" A Clone 
reported urgently. 


...make that 25. 


Anakin glares heavily as he sees more Acclamators fall to the Crit- 
MAC-Cannons. It would be at this point that reality hits him. As 
much Anakin hates to admit it, he knows the republic can't win this... 
not when their numbers are being thinned out. He turns to the 
viewport and sees the Munificent Frigate's MAC-Cannon stop glowing 
red. 


Also, it's because Plot-Armor ain't there to save them against Gmod/ 
TF2/SFM Bullshit! Lol! Get dominated, Sky Guy! 


"Achoo!" Anakin sneezed for some reason unknown to him but known 
to the readers who are currently reading this crack-fic of a story. 


Regardless, Anakin grimaces that another Acclamator has been 
destroyed. He only hopes that Obi-wan has a better chance of dealing 
with the ground forces below. 


5 


Back at the central HQ, Durge watches gobsmacked as the Muuns and 
San Hill in the room got flat-out drunk from drinking the scrumpy. 


"And I told the republic senator...*hic* I loaned more than I own~" 


"*hic*, have I ever told you the time I found myself cornered by a 
Hutt?" 


"...1 always hate you, *hic* you know that?" 
"Oh, I hate you *hic* too, you stupid long head *hic* bastard!" 


"Oh... *hic* I do have a long head! Hahahah! Zzzzz." The Muun then 
falls asleep on the floor due to being drunk. 


The Muuns got intoxicated with their scrumpies, thanks to Richard. 
Speaking of our odd commander, he is happy with how his plans 
have turned out, as the holo-table shows a holographic representation 
of the republic forces being outmatched and pushed back. He turned 
to Durge and said, "Come on, Durge! While our friends here are flat- 
out drunk, let's have fun!" 


Durge is knocked out of his stupor and turns to Richard, who leaves 


the room. Uncertain, he follows the odd fellow. After some minutes, 
he arrives at the bottom of the building where a force of IG-Lancers is 
being held and awaiting to be deployed to the battlefield. There, he 
sees Richard gesturing him to his speeder bike, the one with a skull 
aesthetic. 


"Come on, Durge! The Republic will not die out by themselves!" 
Richard urges. He and the other half of the IG-Lancer Droids, who 
look... somewhat too intoxicated. 


"Move the gear up lads!" A Lancer Droid exclaimed in a mechanical 
accented voice. 


"That's the spirit!" Another exclaimed as he got into his speeder and 
reeved its peddle in anticipation. 


The other half of the Lancer Droid group, who are normal, stared at 
their drunk counterparts with uncertainty and confusion about their 
comrades' intoxicated behavior. 


All of those intoxicated Lancer Droids have some round shields 
equipped. 


Durge turned to Richard with a questioning gaze behind his metal 
mask, "...?" 


"Oh, I modified some lancer droids a few days ago. Don't worry, I've 
improved them!" 


" on 

" 4 : : " 
Yes, them acting drunk is an improvement! 
" oy" 

"Oh, you will have to see!" 


Durge, while initially hesitant, decided to go along with it rather than 
question the man who somehow made half of the Lancer Droids 
intoxicated and able to drink. He didn't bother asking why they had 
wooden shields that looked too primitive to his liking. 


He hops on his speeder bike as an IG-Lancer Droid, who admittedly 
seems intoxicated, further confusing him and giving him his lancer. 


"Aye!" The Odd Lancer Droid gives him his lancer. 


As Durge revved up his bike, he felt someone sitting behind him. He 
turned to see Richard Mann, holding an odd locking Rocket Launcher 
(Direct Hit) and wearing a backpack with a flag. (Imagine this like 
Mario-Kart) 


"Come on, Buddy! Let's go and kick some republic ass!" 


" 


...?!" Durge growls at Richard's antics, but the Commander cuts him 
off. 


"Come on, Durge! Don't be a party pooper! Besides, you don't know 
when you need help on the battlefield~ especially against a Jedi!" 


"Hey, I know you can handle yourself, but give me a chance, will ya?" 


" " 
viel 


"Come on, I help plan this defense! It's fair I also help you as well." 


" 


... Durge stared at him before grunting as he turned to look forward 
with his Lance ready. 


"Yay! You will not be disappointed!" 


Durge somehow doubts that. Like that, Durge, Richard, and the 
Lancer Droids all charge out of the building onto the battlefield, 
ready to trample the republic forces with their futuristic Cavalry 
units. 


As for the battle ahead, the droids initiated their counter-offensive on 
the republic forces. Without their artillery, the republic is slowly 
being pushed back. Any attempt to fire heavy ordinance from their 
AT-TEs has been made impossible by the B1-Engineers, who are now 
standing on the base of the AAT and using the short-circuit to destroy 
any incoming projectiles that were. 


But the clones are stubbornly determined to ensure that they will win 
this battle. A Clone runs forward to the frontlines as his brothers fire 
on the enemy forces; he unleashes a single rocket that manages to 
destroy an AAT with a well-placed shot with his Launcher, as no B1- 
Engineer was defending it. Thus, smoke engulfed the area until... 


"Freeeedooooom!" 
"Hae at 'em, lads!" 
"Get 'am, boyos!" 


"Kill 'em all!" 


"Aigheaght's the way to do it!" 
"Come on!" 


...the sound of battle cries are heard as what comes out of the smoke 
is Durge, with Richard Mann riding behind his back and an army of 
IG-Lancer Droids; lancers are all lowered and ready to skewer and 
impale the republic clones. 


It did happen. Many of those clones were impaled by the lancers and 
even destroyed some AT-TEs. 


One of the Lancer Droids has a shield equipped, and then... 


"AAAAAARGH!" Droid's lance and speeder glow red, and his speed 
increased as the lance then impaled many clones, even managing to 
destroy three AT-TEs in one single thrust and drive by due to its 
damage boost. Its attack pierce through everything. Some even were 
gibbed to bits upon getting hit by the crit-lances. 


"RAAAAH! HERE I COME!" Durge impales his lance on the cockpit of 
the AT-TE as he lifts it with his unnatural strength, "POW! HAHAHA! 
KABOOM!" 


And Kaboom, indeed. The AT-TE explodes into smithereens. 


"Good work!" Richard gives a thumbs up. 
"Thank you!" Durge said as they moved to their next target. 


The other IG-Demo-Lancer Droids have shields equipped, and they, 
too, glowed red and decimated many of the republic's infantry and 

armor, much to the horror of the invading forces as they are being 

torn to pieces. A clone from an elevated position fired down on the 
lancer droids as they sped by. His shots missed Durge and Richard; 

the latter turned to the clone with an irk gaze and aimed the Direct 
Hit at him. 


"TIME TO INFORM YOUR NEXT OF KIN!" 


A Direct Hit Rocket was fired as it soured toward the clone, which 
was gibbed into pieces. 


Richard huffed, turned his attention forward, and fired Direct Hit 
Rockets at any Republic Vehicle he could see before reloading. 


The Mercenary is admittedly impressed with Richard Mann, who 
continues to fire rockets at enemy vehicles before reloading four 
rockets into his rocket launcher. More so, he's also impressed with 
the IG-Lancer Droids (the one that Richard "upgraded"), and he saw 
how they performed well on the battlefield, especially when they 
glowed red and began tearing through ranks of clones and destroyed 
a tank with a simple thrust of the lancer just shocking to him. 


Perhaps there's more to this man than meets the eye. 
"Dominated Copy-Paste Maggots!" 


",..Is nice." Durge didn't bother anymore. He's getting used to this 
sudden quirk of his. 


"You got that right! ATTAAACK!!!" 


"Now it's coward killing time!" Again, Durge said this without a 
thought, and he didn't bother making a fuss about it as he continued 
to lead the Lancer Droids into the clone forces, with the main Droid 
forces continuing with their counterattack. 


= 


The battle isn't turning in Obi-wan's favor very soon. He has come to 
realize that ever since this battle has begun. 


Obi-wan's face turned sour as he gazed across the battlefield. His 
forces have yet to make a breakthrough, and the sudden loss of their 
artillery support has put them at a severe disadvantage. Most of all, 
the enemy's artillery had yet to be destroyed, and whatever droid 
variants made themselves known on the battlefield, mainly those who 
managed to set up sentry nests and destroy projectiles had become a 
headache nuisance for the Jedi Master. 


Still, he held high hopes that Muunilist 10 would be able to 
accomplish their mission, infiltrate behind enemy lines, and destroy 
the cannon above the building that was currently pelting his forces. 


That's when a clone from behind caught his attention. 
"General! Our forces on the right flank are being overrun!" 


Obi-wan turned his attention and zoomed his binoculars to the other 
section of the battlefield, where he saw infantry and armor alike 
being decimated by the Lancer Droids, some of them glowing red for 
some reason; they appeared out of the smoke from their destruction 
of republic walkers and vehicles. Soon, what came out was perhaps 
the commanding officer of this assault, and riding his back is 
probably a soldier holding a rocket launcher. 


...wait, did that soldier wave at him? Did that soldier notice him? 
What? 


Regardless, Obi-wan frowned and said to the clone while not taking 
his eyes off the battlefield, "Mount up." 


"Yes, sir!" 


= a 


Meanwhile, at the battlefield, or one-sided massacre, the clone forces 


are being decimated as two Lancer Droids, regular ones, have stabbed 
their lancers into an AT-TE, destroying it. It would be here; they 
noticed something approaching them until they were killed. 


"Huh?!" Durge and Richard turned to face who counterattacked them 
as they saw a Clone in a speeder holding a lance destroying a Hailfire 
Droid, "How could this happen?!" 


Durge questioned as Richard focused on the clone on the speeder. It's 
a Clone Lancer, and Richard knew this would happen but didn't think 
they would be deployed. 


Though since literal Calvary speeders are being deployed against 
them, it shouldn't surprise Richard that the Republic would counter 
that. That being said, he watches as another Clone Lancer passes 
through the wheel of the destroyed Hailfire Droid as he forms up 
behind an army of Clone Lancers, leading them into battle. 


Richard knows who that leader is. And it's General Kenobi, wearing a 
Clone helmet. 


He grins manically at this. I will have fun with this, no doubt. After 
Richard Mann saw the incoming Clone Lancers, he rallied and gave 
the command to his IG-Lancers Droids, whom his modified droids 
know very well. 


"CHARGE!!!" 


"I'M COMING FOR YOU!" Durge yelled out as he sped his speeder 
toward the enemy cavalry. 


The Modified Lancer Droids all cheered and gave out war cries as 
they raised their lances in anticipation and battle-ready, 


"Hae at 'em, lads!" 
"Get 'am, boyos!" 
"Kill 'em all!" 


"Guts and Glory!" 


Then, they all turned their speeders toward their clone counterparts. 
Their lancers lowered, while IG-Demo Lancer Droids held their 
chargin' shield protectively close to them as they closed into the 
enemy. 


Richard Mann was firing rockets behind Durge's back, making direct 
hits on the enemy speeders, killing many of them as they closed in. It 
was there Richard activated his trump card! 


He pulls out a horn and blows into it. Then it happened... 
The Buff Banner took effect on his allies. 


The resulting noise from the Buff Banner has boosted the effects on 
his allies in range of him as they glowed mini-crit gold, which means 
they're now able to do mini-crits, twice the damage, twice the pain! Durge 
saw this odd effect on him but didn't dwell on it long as Richard 
encouraged them. 


"Give 'em hell, boys!!" 


IG-Demo-Lancer Droids got too excited with the prospect of battle, 
and they charged ahead of the battle group, faster than the other 
speeders as they glowed red and let out battle cries, their chargin' 
abilities increasing their speed and their damage... 


"RAAAAAAAAARGH!" 


They tore through the ranks of Clone Lancers as their shields 
protected them from getting pierced by the clone's lances, though 
their shields broke upon impact. However, that pales in comparison 
to the many clones who fell in battle while some IG-Demo-Lancer 
Droids forgo the use of lancers and pull out their long swords. 


"THERE COULD BE ONLY ONE!" One of the IG-Demo Lancer Droid 
shouted as he managed to cut a lance with his sword from an attack 
thrust by a clone before he decapitated the clone as they passed each 
other before he then decapitated another clone lancer that passed 
him. 


The rest of the IG-Demo Lancers used their shield charge with a 
sword in hand; they turned to slashing at the republic speeders like 


knights in horses. Some held some stick grenades in hand (Ullapool 
Caliber). The latter hit their stick grenades on one of the closest 
Clone Lancers and exploded, but the Droid remained unharmed 
despite being engulfed in the explosions. 


"And that's what ya' get for touching that!" 
"Ka-boooom!" 
"Kablooie!" 


Others chased the clone lancers around with swords as they yelled 
jeers and insults at them. 


"T'll notify yer next o' kin... That ya sucked!" 
"See? I told ya they were a bunch o' wee lasses!" 


The clones are honestly terrified as they try to maneuver away from 
the IG-Demo Lancer Droids' wrath and bloodlust, which is unusual 
and unsettling to them. In contrast, regular lancer droids are 
somewhat easy pickings; these IG-Demo Lancer Droids are beyond 
easy and fucking terrifying. 


The clones wondered what kind of droids they were facing. And how 
come command has yet to inform them of these droids? Still, the 
clone persists, but the jeers and insults that continue to be spouted 
out by the droids deterred their focus as they're not used to 
opponents who would talk shit on them. 


Even when they managed to knock them out of their speeder, they 
still proved to be a danger; the IG-Demo Lancer Droids merely got up, 
avoided the lances, pulled out a grenade launcher, and began to 
expertly lob grenades over the Clone Lancers, some being destroyed 
in the process as the red pills hit them or the explosion radius has 
knocked them out of their speeders. 


Yet, the Droids are still intoxicated as they lob grenades. 


"And then I'll grow yer arse's arse, and I'm the grass man, punk yeah 
heaven's heathen..." An IG-Lancer Demo Droids slurred drunkenly 
before tripping onto the ground and snoring loudly, just in time to 


avoid a lance thrust by the clone who exclaimed, 'Darrik Farrik!' 


"Any one of you, I..." Another IG-Demo Lancer belches as his grenade 
pill explodes a Clone Lancer coming at him. 


"Any of you that think ye're better 'n me you're gon' have another 
thing c-..." Another IG-Demo Lancer droid lobbed grenades close to 
his feet, which exploded. The resulting explosion sent him flying and 
screaming, "AAAAAAAHHH!" 


"Oh kark-AAAAAH!" He somehow manages to unintentionally crash 
and hijack a speeder from a Clone Lancer, who screamed when he 
was thrown out of his speeder; the IG-Demo Lancer Droid was able to 
grab hold of the speeder's handles and snap his processor out of his 
drunk state. 


"Oi! What just happened?!" But he shrugs and drives along the way, 
now with Eyelander on his hand. 


Another IG-Demo Lancer Droid was lobbying sticky grenades on the 
ground in front of him as he drunkenly sobbed, "...Everyone thinks 
I'm just a one-eyed bloody monster, god damnit..." he clicked the 
detonator just as a couple of Clone Lancers were about to reach him 
but were gibbed to pieces at the right moment. 


Others merely pulled out another shield with long swords in hand 
and let out a battle cry. They charge with intense speed and cutting 
and slashing Clone Lancers they can come across. Even without a 
speeder, these IG-Demo Lancer droids prove to be dangerous. Even 
on foot because their charge abilities make them as fast as Speeder 
Bikes. 


"How's that feel, ya blockhead?" 
"Ya great lactating wet nurse!" 
"Don't fret, boyo. I'll be gentle!" 


As this was happening, Obi-wan saw this happening and couldn't help 
but feel frustration fill him as more of his troops fell to these odd 
droids, whereas said droids only suffered minimal casualties. 
However, the fact these droids are drunk concerns him greatly. He 


didn't dwell that long as the Jedi Master saw Durge and Richard 
behind the Mercenary's back and then went to attack him. 


Richard saw this and pointed at the charging Obi-wan, "Incoming!" 


Durge heard this and turned his speeder and lance towards the Jedi 
General, "I'm coming for you!" 


Thus, both the Jedi and Mercenary (with Richard on his back) charge 
towards each other with Lance lowered; the moment they struck each 
other, the Jedi's lance broke, and his helmet was thrown off, whereas 
Richard was thrown off Durge's back and landed face first on the 
ground a couple feet from the ground. 


"I'm okay!" Richard said, muffled, his face on the ground. 


As Obi-wan recovered from his charge, he pulled out his lightsaber 
and activated it. 


"You! Yes, you! You are dead!" Durge turned his speeder around and 
attacked the Jedi. Both combatants charge again, but Obi-wan cuts 
the lance before cutting the side of Durga's speeder, causing him to 
lose control, "Stupid! Stupid- AAAH!" The speeder explodes as fire 
engulfs him. 


Obi-wan skids his speeder to a halt and turns to look towards the 
flames that Durge is in. 


Durge was unfazed and walked out of the flames; he turned to Obi- 
wan and threatened, "I will kill you with bare hands! Let us wrestle, 
little man!" 


Durge no longer questioned why he was talking like this. He's rolling 
with it. 


Obi-wan frowns and only sped his speeder at the Mercenary, who 
merely grabs the speeder's outrigger, "Fack you!" 


The Jedi Master jumps off the speeder with incredible acrobatics and 
lands gracefully. The Jedi raises his head in time to see Durge attack 
him using a speeder as a blunt weapon. "Take that! This!" 


However, said blunt weapon was cut to pieces before Jedi could be 
impaled. 


"Argh!" Durge cried out in pain as they stood in silence, the only 
sound being the distinct sound of battle in the background. Then 
Durge laughed, "Oh hahahaha ohohohoho!" 


The Jedi raises an eyebrow in confusion and bewilderment. He turns 
to look at the mercenary, only to be punched in the face. 


"Take this!" Durge taunted and sent a series of punches at him, 
knocking the Jedi back, "Take that!" 


*POW* 

"BOOM!" 

*PUNCH* 

"AUGHN!" 

*DOUBLE POW* 

"-and this!" 

*DOUBLE PUNCH* 

"-and that!" 

*TRIPLE POW* 

"-and this!" 

Obi-wan was sent flying by the last punch and crashed onto the 
ground. He tries to get up, but Durge raises his right hand, which 
reveals to be a machine gun gauntlet fired flechettes Obi-wan, 


"Vzzzzzt! Rahrahrahrah! Vrrrrr! Wahahahaaaaaa!" 


The Jedi manages to use the force to deflect the incoming projectiles. 
(HAX!) 


Seeing this, Durge used his wrist-flamethrower and unleashed flames 
at the Jedi, "FIRE! HAHAHAHAHA!" 


Again, with force hax, he spread flames apart before using the force 
to crush the flamethrower. 


"Aaagh! No!" Durge moans sadly at the sight of his wrist-mounted 
flamethrower being destroyed. He pulls out a flail weapon and whips 
at Obi-wan, "I have a new weapon!" 


Obi-wan managed to use the force and retrieve his lightsaber, cutting 
the flail into pieces before it could hit him. He pulled out two blaster 
pistols, but the barrels were immediately cut, "Nooo!" 


Durge growls, "Bah! My fist! They are made of steel!" He says as he 
activates his shield gauntlets and begins blocking Obi-wan's attacks. 
The mercenary is getting overwhelmed to his liking but continues 
fighting regardless, "Oooh! Durge cannot believe eyes! Who sends all 
these babies to fight-AAAH!" 


Durge made a slip, and his arm was cut off before Obi-wan cut him in 
half. 


"Agh!" 


Durge falls on the ground in pieces with a grunt. Obi-wan calms 
himself, feeling like the battle has been won... but... 


sk 


*pew * 
*WHOOSH!* 


Obi-wan's eyes widen as he senses an incoming attack; his 
precognition kicks in, and he jumps away as a rocket whizz past him 
and explodes behind him, impacting a ruined wall. He lands and 
turns to face the interloper. 


He sees the one and only Richard Mann, holding his Direct Hit as he 
sneakily puts his tool gun away after firing it close to Durge's 
remains. 


"I have joined this team to kill maggots like you! RAAAHHH!!!" 
Richard Mann screamed out and fired three more rockets at the Jedi. 


The Jedi master is focused and uses his force speed to dodge the 


rockets and charge at the Separatist Commander. Just as Kenobi is 
about to reach him, the Odd Commander unequips his direct hit and 
switches it with a SHOTGUN! 


"Hehehe!" Richard laughed maniacally and fired as a spread of pellets 
was thrown at the Jedi. 


Obi-wan's eyes widened, and he felt his precognition scream at him. 
He dodged as the pellets missed, with only one grazing his shoulder. 
That didn't stop there as Richard fired another shotgun blast at 
Kenobi, who was forced to avoid the shotgun blast. 


"Hah! You screwed up now, Negotiator!" Richard jeered and fired 
another shotgun blast at Obi-wan, whose only force to dodge once 
more, as Richard kept his distance from the Jedi. 


He fired another shotgun round three more times at the Jedi, who 
dodge and use the debris as cover. He pulls the trigger again but 
comes with a... 


*click* 
Richard looked down at his shotgun and cursed, "DAMMIT!" 


Obi-wan uses this opportunity of vulnerability to then force jump 
towards Richard Mann with his saber raised. The Mann saw this and 
quickly jumped back in time to avoid the saber hitting as it stuck to 
the ground he once stood on. 


Obi-wan didn't stop his momentum and continued his offensive on 
the CIS Commander; however, moments before Obi-wan attacked, 
Richard loaded two shotgun shells in and fired. 


Obi-wan was forced to dodge again, held his hand out, and used force 
to disarm Richard of his shotgun. The Commander's shotgun was 
ripped from him before he could fire another shot. Obi-wan, after he 
tosses the gun aside, points his saber at him. 


"I suggest you surrender, Separatist," Obi-wan demanded with his 
saber pointed at Richard. 


Richard only stared before he chuckled, "Hehehehehe..." Then he 


goes into full-blown laughter, "HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!" 


Obi-wan stared at him, but his eyes were firm, and the enemy's laugh 
didn't bother him but only infuriated him to some degree. As Richard 
calms down his laughter, he smirks at Obi-wan. 


"...You think you make the demands here, Maggot?! IN 
CONFEDERATE SOIL!? HA!" Richard challenged the Jedi, "Look at 
yourself! General Kenobi of a losing battle! My battle! The planet of 
Muunilist! Where is your army?! Where are your ships?! Where's your 
precious republic?! Your Copy-paste slaves are decimated and 
defeated, whereas I and the CIS stand victorious! Hahaha!" 


Richard laughed more before he calmed down and said eerily, "No... 
you don't make the demands of surrender. I do..." he pointed at Obi- 
wan and shouted, "SURRENDER NOW MAGGOT! AND YOU WILL BE 
UNHARMED!" 


Obi-wan looks at him calmly with resolve and says, "I don't seek 
conflict, but I won't yield to threats either. But unfortunately, I don't 
plan on surrendering anytime soon, commander." 


Instead of looking insulted or offended, Richard shrugs nonchalantly, 
"Heh, well, I didn't expect you to accept my surrender anyway." He 
grins at him, "...1 was only buying time." 


*WWWWWWHHHHHHHHRRRRRRRRRRRRR* 


"NOW IT'S COWARD KILLING TIME!" Obi-wan's eyes widen, and he 
immediately runs to cover as bullets are then fired at him and trials 
behind him. 


*BRRRRRRRRRRRRRRTTTI* 


Richard only smirks, and he turns to face Durge, who has put himself 
back together and is now raining down bullets on the Jedi with the 
TF2 Minigun, as said bullets are chipping away his cover. 


Now, I'm sure you're wondering where the Mini-gun comes from? 
Remember when Richard faced Obi-wan, there was a "pew" sound? 
Yep, that was Richard using the tool gun to summon a Mini-gun 
beside Durge to use it after he placed himself back together. 


And now, Richard stands beside Durge, who lets out cheers of glee as 
he rains down bullets on Obi-wan's cover, "Did you think I would 
forget you?!" 


"Certainly not!" Obi-wan quipped behind his cover as he kept his 
head down. 


"RAAAAAAAAAHHH!" Durge yelled out as he fired more bullets 
before Richard joined in by pulling out a default Rocket Launcher 
and firing rockets at Obi-wan's cover; the explosion shook the 
ground. The Jedi were forced to run for more cover. 


"SURRENDER NOW, MAGGOTS, AND YOU WILL NOT BE HARM!" 
Richard shouted as he fired another rocket at Obi-wan, who dodged 
the missile. 


"I AM GOING TO KILL YOU, AND KILL YOU, AND KILL YOU!" Durge 
threatened. 


"My, those two are quite the loudmouth," Obi-wan mutters as he 
takes cover behind a down AT-TE as bullets pelt his makeshift. 


Before he could move or come up with a plan, he heard... 


"RAAAAAAHHH!!" A Scottish battle cry was heard, and Obi-wan 
was forced to dodge an incoming sword slash thrown at him by the 
IG-Demo Lancer Droid. 


Obi-wan backflips and stares at the Lancer Droid, who has a long 
sword in hand. The droid then mocks him. 


"You're all bloody dead! Raaah!" The droid charged again as Obi-wan 
swung his lightsaber at the sword. He expected it to be sliced, but to 
his utter shock, the blade blocked the saber. 


"What?" Obi-wan says in surprise but recomposes before the IG- 
Demo-Lancer Droid gets into a sword fight. Obi-wan is undoubtedly 
skilled in lightsaber combat, and the IG-Demo-Lancer Droid is just as 
proficient but not close to the Jedi Master's level. 


Obi-wan managed to kick the droid back and was about to slash his 
saber at the IG-Demo Lancer Droid but was then ambushed by 


Richard, who stood on top of the wreckage of the AT-TE and fired a 
rocket at him. 


Obi-wan didn't react fast enough as the rocket's splash damage hit 
him and knocked him back. He is wounded as Richard Mann jumps 
down from the AT-TE and aims his weapon against him as other IG- 
Demo Lancers arrive at the scene. Durge approaches with a mini-gun 
on hand, primed and aimed at Jedi. Most of all, a counterattack of 
the approaching droid army is closing in on their location. 


"Hahah! You screwed up now!" Richard jeers. 
"I have a plan for you: more pain!" Durge threatened sinisterly. 


Obi-wan bangs heavily from the damage he has taken before he 
notices a speeder not far from him. He'd instead not be captured right 
now. So with every ounce of his strength, he used force speed to get 
to the Speeder. 


Whereas the IG-Demo Lancers give chase and Durge fires his Mini- 
gun at him, Richard only stands there with a smirk. He has no plans 
on capturing him yet. The fun has just begun! 


Obi-wan managed to get to the speeder and sped off as bullets 
whizzed over him. The Lancer Droids were about to give chase, but 
Richard gave a halt gesture and said, "Let him go. Let that maggot 
wallow in his defeat!" 


Durge was displeased but didn't complain, "What's happened now?" 


"We fight!" Richard points at the republic forces that are forced to fall 
back. 


Durge looks at the IG-Demo Lancer Droids, who then look back at 
him. After a few moments, Durge raises his fist, "It's good day to die! 
For other team!" 


The IG-Demo Lancers shared his sentiments. 
"Let's push 'em back to spawn, lads!" 


"Not a single one of 'em can lay a proper sticky!" 


"Lads, I watched their scrim! I think this might be a mercy killing!" 


In those words, the rest of the droid army caught up with them for 
the final push. Richard grinned manically; now it's time to kick the 
republic back! 


—_x— 


"Fall back! I repeat! Fall back!" A Clone Commander yelled into his 
comms as his brother fell back from the frontlines while some stood 
back to buy them time. He turned to one of the clone sergeants, 
"Sergeant, Where is General Kenobi?!" 


"He left to the front lines with Lance Clones, sir. We have no idea 
where he is or his condition." The Clone Sergeant reported. 


"And the other Jedi?" The Commander asked. 
"Most are dead, sir, while others are severely injured." 
The Clone has a grim look on his face but pushes it aside. 


"Very well... Keep me informed when General Kenobi returns! We 
need to fall back, and the seps are approaching us, and we're losing 
ground fast! Get to the command center and order a full retreat! The 
battle is lost!" 


The Clone saluted stiffly, "Sir, yes, sir!" He turns to one of the clones, 
walking away from another directly, and points, "You there, with 
me!" 


The Clone was hesitant but nodded, "Of course." 


With that said, both the Clone Sergeant and the clone run off to the 
mobile command center. At the same time, the Clone Commander 
coordinates with the other clone commanders, "We need to set up 
defensive perimeters as we begin evacuation. I want able-bodied 
troopers to hold the droids back while we escort the wounded out of 
here. Use anything we have at our disposal! We don't have time!" 


"Sir, yes, sir!" The Clones saluted and went to do as they were told to 
make preparations to evacuate as soon as possible. The battle is 


indeed lost. 


Meanwhile, with the Clone Sergeant and the other clone, they arrive 
at the command center as the former hastily orders, 


"Order a full-scale retreat! The entire invasion is going to hell, droids 
are pushing us back, all of our artillery and armored support, and the 
fleet is being decimated!" The Clone Sergeant ordered in urgency. 


Every "Clone" in the mobile command center eerily turns to face him. 
"We know." 


The Clones said in unison, shocking the Sargent as smoke rose from 
all of them, revealing commando droids with knives at hand, all 
dripping blood. He reels from the sight; he doesn't notice the same 
smoke rising from the "clone" who accompanied him and now has a 
revolver aimed at his head. 


"We never really were on your side." 
Those are the last words that he heard before his head was blown off. 


"Oh dear, we've made quite a mess! Hon, hon, hon!" The BX-Spy 
Droids laughed and snorted before they pulled out a sapper and used 
it to disable Mobile Command Center; then, they ran off and turned 
invisible. 


a, aa 


Obi-wan speeds across the battlefield until he reaches the retreating 
republic lines. He weaves past clones until he comes to the makeshift 
defenses. As he got out of his speeder, he fell to his knees. 


"General." One of the Clones noticed and helped him up. 


As he is being helped up, the comms on his wrists have activated. He 
accepts it, revealing Anakin, looking worse for wear. 


"/Master! We've been tricked into a trap! Some unknown Separatist 
Super Weapon decimates our fleet! Most of our fleet is destroyed, and 


as much as I hate it, master, but we need to withdraw! The battle is 
lost!/" 


Obi-wan considered his words and turned towards the battlefield as 
he was being helped. He stared at the battlefield grimly as the droid 
counteroffensive was coming. It soon became clear as day that they'd 
been outmatched and outplayed. The CIS has been preparing them 
and predicted their every move. And if Obi-wan has to guess, it 
would mean Commander Fordo and his squad failed in their mission. 


Obi-wan, with a heavy heart, nods, "Very well... we'll withdraw." 


"/Hurry, master! We don't know how much time we have left!/" 
Anakin cuts comms as Obi-wan turns to the Clone. 


"Head to the command center at once and relay orders-" 


"Sir, the Command Center has been destroyed. We don't know how, 
but we believe it to be espionage." 


Obi-wan cursed under his breath, and his mind wandered to the odd 
clones close to their artillery before something destroyed them. He 
concludes that they are responsible and would have held them in for 
questioning if it weren't for the fact that a vast COUNTEROFFENSIVE 
IS APPROACHING THEM. 


"Very well." Obi-wan reaches for his comms on his wrist as a figure of 
the Clone Commander appears. 


"/General!/." The Clone Commander saluted, 


"Commander Cody, I'm ordering a full retreat of the planet! We don't 
have much time!" 


"/Sir, yes, sir!/." Cody relayed this order to clones to fall back 
immediately. 


The troops didn't need to be told twice as many clones wavered and 
began to run towards the gunships at the evacuation zone. Even then, 
it wasn't safe as even during the evacuation, the droids gave no 
quarter or break and continued their counter-offensive on the 
retreating Republic force. Obi-wan noticed that Jedis, a part of the 


assault, only came back with many heavily injured, implying that 
many Jedi fell during the battle. 


Obi-wan feels despair at this as he enters the gunship with the others. 
Evacuation was chaotic as clones desperately tried to enter the 
gunships. Meanwhile, the Republic LAATs and Republic fighters who 
broke from the space battle to aid evacuation were now in the sky 
trying to provide air support as much as possible to the retreating 
clone forces. 


Eventually, hundreds of Gunships took to the skies with fighter 
escort. Still, unfortunately, not every clone managed to get out, as the 
landing zone and fortifications were overwhelmed by battle droids. 


Leading the charge, Durge and Richard watch from the top of the 
AAT as the clones retreat; Durge wants to kill more, while Richard 
smirks. 


"All according to plan!" 


As the Gunships left the planet's atmosphere, they were met with a 
horrifying sight. Wreckages of Acclamators are everywhere, floating 
aimlessly in space; only a few of those ships remain as fighters, the 
same over the remaining republic fighters. 


Enemy fighters soon attacked the Gunships as their force to perform 
evasive maneuvers. They managed to enter the Acclamators in time. 
Many Gunships land in their hangar bays; among them is Obi-wan. 
The Jedi Master stepped out, and he nearly fell to his knees had it not 
been for one of the clones aiding him. 


The Jedi Master gaze towards the hanger bay's entrance, where he 
saw the devastation left behind by the super weapon frigates. Obi- 
wan grimaces more at their situation as he is brought towards the 
medical bay. 


Out of the two hundred Acclamators, only ten remained. Amongst the 
hundred thousand clones that participated in this battle, only a 
couple thousand remained. 


It is nothing short of a horrific defeat. 


Meanwhile, with the Munificent Frigates, T-2120 stands from his 
command chair and orders, "Open fire MAC-Cannons!" 


However, the response he heard was disappointment, "Sorry, but the 
cannon has overheated from overuse. We must wait for 5-6 minutes 
when it cools down." 


"Noted." The Tactical Droid said disappointedly before focusing on 
the remaining enemy ships. Even if they were to try and get in the 
distance, he feels the vessel wouldn't be able to reach them in time 
before they evacuated into hyperspace. 


So, he begrudgingly lets the republic go. So far, the Tactical Droid 
likes using these MAC Cannons. After all the gunships had entered 
the remaining Acclamators, the defeated republic fleet soon entered 
hyperspace, leaving the system. 


In the ground battle below, the clones left behind were surrounded 
by battle droids. Fighting a meaningless battle didn't appeal to them, 
nor did they want to be taken prisoner. However with the amount of 
droids surrounding them, especially the IG-Demo Lancers with their 
long swords out and glaring at them with killing intent. 


Then an OOM-Command Droid wearing a helmet walked before the 
army of droids and shouted, "SURRENDER NOW MAGGOTS, AND 
YOU WILL NOT BE HARMED!" 


The Confederacy of Independence Systems has won this day! 
—(A Few Hours Later)— 


Richard watches from the tap of an AAT in satisfaction as Republic 
clone troopers have been rounded up and placed in custody as 
Prisoners of War. However, those whom his TF2 Droids were 
detaining, let's say that the B1-Medics are causing more Crimes than 
he could count because they're dissecting clone troopers, dead or 
alive, with so much glee. 


His local RED B1-Medic, Kritz, is one of those who are opening up 
clones for their organs which is expected with a droid programmed 
and upgraded with the TF2 Medic's personality and attributes. 


Still, many clones have Muun Soldiers and Battle Droids overseeing 
the operations to ensure everything is kept in order and that the 
Republican prisoners aren't doing anything fishy. As for the Republic 
vehicles that were left behind? The Muuns made use of them. Either 
scrapping them for future projects or resources. 


Also, the republic clone prisoners are being mocked and taunted by 
IG-Demo Lacer Droids and B1-Engineer Droids. The clones felt every 
taunt and jeer thrown at them. 


"DOMINATED! Ha ha ha ha ha ha!" 

"T'll notify yer next o' kin... That ya sucked!" 

"Hey, Private Copy-Paste, I might've taken too much off... Yer head!" 
"Mother of mercy! Now that is a bloody domination!" 

"Lot o' good that Mandalorian trainin’ did ya! I'm drunk!" 

"See? I told ya they were a bunch o' wee lasses!" 

"They're goin’ ta bury what's left of ye in a soup can!" 

"I had me good eye on you the whole time!" 


Richard Mann smiles at all of this, and he can feel the defeated spirit 
of the clones, who continue to be insulted and jeered at. The Unusual 
Commander turns away from the scene and approaches San Hill, who 
is conversing with the other Muuns about their next move. Chairman 
San Hill notices him and beams in delight. 


"Ah, Commander." San Hill said, "It's an honor to have you here with 
us." 


"Mmhmm, and I can see that you've been coordinating efforts to get 
the city fixed." Richard gestures to the engineer droid working on the 
ruined buildings. 


"Indeed, though Count Dooku has sent his regards." The Muun said as 
a fleet of CIS ships came into view, arriving at the system and the 
planet as ships converge the earth, "Plus, with the help of those 


engineers, restoration of those buildings and eventually the rest of 
the city would be quick." 


The Muun refers to how the B1-Engineers seem to be able to build 
stuff in a matter of minutes and hours. They don't seem to question it. 
Best to keep their minds intact and just accept it as it is. 


"Yeah, they are something, alright." Richard smiles, seeing 
reinforcements coming to aid Muunilist. Here, San Hill reaches out to 
Richard, who shakes his hand. 


"Commander Mann..." San Hill said with gratitude, "You defended our 
planet against the republic. You have the Intergalactic Banking Clan's 
eternal gratitude." 


Richard smiled and saluted, "Always glad to help, sir!" 


"..Is nice." Durge gives a thumbs up, accepting his sudden personality 
quirk. Plus he has the minigun he gave him strap behind his back. 


Richard smiled at their praise before he turned towards his army of 
droids. They are loading up in the C-9979 Landing Crafts. 
Additionally, the new TF2 Droids he made also loaded into the 
transport, a small army of TF2 Droids at his disposal. 


Though notably, not all TF-Droids went in the transports as some 
remained at Muunilist, mainly the IG-Demo Lancer Droids, the B1- 
Sniper Droids, B1-Engineer, and BX-Demo Droids; those are droids he 
converted into Muunilist and came from Muunilist so it's 
understandable why they remained. 


On the bright side, it means Muunilist has a contingent of TF-Droids 
waiting to be deployed. He also receives the reports regarding the 
MAC-Cannons and, let's say, he is surprised to hear how they 
performed against the republic fleet. When he said he wants to make 
a Venator Killer, he instead made a fucking fleet killer. 


Hm... perhaps he made the MAC-Cannon Frigates too powerful for his 
taste. He should make some reconfiguration to give the republic a 
fighting chance against them. After all, he doesn't want the war to 
end too quickly when he has the time to make the war his 


playground. It's only perhaps been four weeks since this war began. 


So like a game developer working on a game where a class proves to 
be unbalanced and broken, he should do an update and rebalance the 
Frigates to a more suitable and fair game for the republic. 


"Sir." A Battle Droid approaches him, to which Richard Mann and the 
others face the droid, "An unknown starfighter has arrived and 
landed at the docking bay." 


Both Durge and San Hill turned to each other with confusion while 
Richard has a look of surprise on his face. 


The reincarnated man feels he knows who it is as she has not 
appeared yet. When he means she, he means Asajj Ventress. This is 
odd since shouldn't she be facing Anakin Skywalker when she... oh... 


He did notice a lack of Anakin Skywalker dogfighting before they 
retreated. Moreover, he didn't see Skywalker's starfighter chasing 
after Ventress' fighter within the city... 


Because of what happened in the space battle above, Anakin wasn't 
able to face her, which means... RICHARD WILL BE MEETING ASAJJ 
VENTRESS?! 


Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Why her?! While he does love the CIS, he has a 
slight fear of Asajj Ventress. Why? Well, her revealing outfit and 
mere fact she looks like she looks like she would do dominate 
Richard in some way or another. 


Maybe, maybe this is a good thing. 


All he has to do is present himself as a competent officer and there 
won't be any problems. Just be himself, not in a weird way but ina 
professional kind of way. Wait... what of his droids? 


...he left the RED Team at the docking where Ventress would likely 
be landing at... 


Which means they will encounter Ventress first! AAAAAAH! Okay, 
okay calm down. Perhaps RED Team would give a good expression, 
sure about like half of the droids in RED Team are insane and 
eccentric in some way, but at least most of them have some restraints 
when it comes to higher rank officials. 


So perhaps nothing could go wrong... yep, nothing bad at all. 
—At the Docking Bay— 


"Choke me, mommy." Streak is now on his knees, looking at the Sith 
Assassin who looks at him with a dumbfounded expression. 


"WHAT THE FU-" 


To Be Concluded! 


Hello everyone! Ooooh boy! This took a while to finish because hilt 
shit! This is 20k words! And it took me a long time to get this done. 
That, I was experiencing burn out. I hope you enjoy this chapter 
because I put so much work on it! And let's see what nonsense 
Richard will do in next chapter? 


*snorts intensely in more Canadian Cocaine then falling unconscious* 


WHAT IF: The Mann in Hypori 
(NON-CANON) 


What IF, four weeks into the war, Richard Mann was sent to Hypori 
instead of Muunilist? Enjoy :D. 


—(Unusual Troubles: A Separatist Commander)— 


"/General Kenobi! General Kenobi!/" The Hologram of the Jedi on 
Obi-wan's wrist exclaimed as he deflected blaster bolts away and 
dodged what seemed to be bullets. 


"Yes, Master Barek?" Obi-wan Kenobi asks. 


"/We need immediate evac from planet Hypori!/" Master Barek 
exclaimed as he blocked or deflected the incoming blaster bolts while 
avoiding slug rounds, "/Our forces are totally destroyed! Only a few 
of us left!/" The hologram image of the Jedi is seen running and 
before continuing, "/New Droid General—/" 


"/It's Commander! I wasn't promoted yet./" A voice said off-screen. 


"/Oh, right, thank you!/" The Jedi nodded thanks to the voice off- 
screen, "/As I said, the New Droid Commander! He's unstoppable! 
Can't hold— wait a minute./" 


That is when the Jedi did a double take on who corrected him. 
"/Hello./" 

Then, the comms cut off, which alarmed Obi-wan and Anakin. 
"Master Barek! Come in!" Obi-wan shouted. 


—Hypori— 


Master Barek limps as his holo-disk falls from his hand with the 
holographic image of Obi-wan Kenobi. 


"/Master Barek! Come in-/" A boot smashes the holo-disk to pieces. 
"Hippie, get a job!" 


The Battle of Hypori has reached its peak as the droids surround the 
remnants of the Republic Forces. But the droid army attacking the 
wreckage looks different. Very different. 


Amongst the sea of B2-Super Battle Droids, there are many with red 
armbands that are holding mini-guns of different types. Some fired 
lasers while others fired bullets, all the while letting out cheers of 
glee while firing said weapons. 


"Ya-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta ya-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta do-de-da-va-da-da-dada! 
Kaboom-Kaboom!" 


"Who send all these babies to fight!?" 


"Weeeeeeeeh! Waaaaaaaahh! HAHAHAHAHAHAHA! CRY SOME 
MORE!" 


The Droids continued to converge on the downed Acclamator, firing 
weapons on all sides while the B2-Super Battle Droids could be heard 
letting out more cries of anger and glee, which seemed to unnerve the 
droids walking alongside them. Alongside them are B1-Battle Droids 
with red armbands, helmets that cover half of their vision, and rocket 
launchers, all shouting out as well. 


"This is my world! You are not welcome in my world!" 
"You are all weak! You are all bleeders!" 
"If God had wanted you to live, He would not have created me!" 


Alongside those rocket-shooting maniacs that seem to have the other 
B2-Super Battle Droids steer clear of are B1-Battle Droids with the same 
red arm brand, hardhats, construction goggles, and wrench setting up 
dispensers for droids to replenish their ammo or energy. 


"That there wasn't gettin' any lighter!" 
"Yeah!" 


Nearby B2-Super Battle Droids stopped to head to the dispensers to 
have their ammo and power recharge, giving their thanks to the odd 
droids before continuing with the assault. 


The firing continued until someone raised his hand in a halt motion. 
In response, the droids stopped firing. B2-Super Battle Droids locked 
their blaster arms upward; odd B2-Super Battle Droids just stopped 
revving their mini-gun, B1-Battle Droids with rocket launchers stood 
in attention, B1-Battle Droids with hard hats merely laid back, with 
some setting up a Relaxo-Rancho (much to bewilderment and envy of 
the Regular Battle Droids). 


The man placed his hand down as he gazed up at the wreckage of the 
acclamator. 


Within the wreckage, Mundi peeks over his cover and mutters, 
".,.why did they stop?" 


"Master?" Another voice says. 


"Go, go!" Mundi urged before running off with the other Jedi 
survivors. 


Eventually, he enters the wreckage with other Jedi survivors, their 
morals low as ever from their sudden digest and attack from the 
droids. 


"He's unstoppable... he and his droids... are unstoppable." K'Kruhk, 
the furry-looking fellow, gasped out tiredly on his knee. 


"Never have we ever been outmaneuvered by droids..." Shaak Ti, a 
Twi'lek Jedi, laments, "...his strategy is without flaw..." 


"This is the end..." the Jedi in the farthest part of the room, Sha'a Gi, 
lamented hopelessly, "We're all doomed." 


"Our predicament is dire, but do not despair! Focus! We are Jedi!" 
The Mundi rallied. 


The Jedi Master's words have boosted the resolve of his Jedi kin. 
K'Kruhk grunted at him with a nod while Shaak Ti gave him a small 
smile despite this dire time for the group of Jedi. 


...well. 
"Dear other team!" 


The Jedi were startled by the sudden voice that echoed through the 

wreckage. They all quickly ran and got into position in various parts 
of the room. They all look through the gaps of the wreckage as they 
listen to the defeated man. His voice echoes the wreckage. 


",,.please reach into your ass and give me my foot back! You can 
have it back next game!" 


...what? 


"Ah!" The group turned to one of their members, who reached into his 
ass and, to their disbelief, actually pulled out a fucking boot. 


"...So, that's why my butt was aching." Sha'a Gi winced at the pain as 
he held the boot in his hand before throwing it aside. 


Well, that took away the tension of the air in the room. 


"Anyways!" Tension returned with the Jedi back on guard, "You 
Jedi Republic Maggots are surrounded! Your republic copy-paste 
armies decimated! Make peace with whatever god or deity you 
believe in, for this is your final hour! Let be known that I, 
Commander Richard Mann, have introduced you to the 
Confederacy of YOU JUST GOT DOMINATED!" 


The threat got the Jedi tensed, yet the way he executed it made it 
sound comical as it sounds. But from their predicament alone, they 
know that appearances can be deceiving. 


"But I will not traditionally kill you like all those you faced..." 
the voice of their enemy stated, "No... I'll kill you..." 


",.. WITH STYLE!" 


".,..What?" Aayla muttered confusedly a moment after, which was 
shared amongst her group. 


"And be ready! For it's an absolute territory!" The voice ends as 
they await the enemy coming to them. 


Mundi and the other Jedi stood ready, and on guard, they heard... 
wait, is that music? 


[Play the Music: Ken Ashcorp - Absolute Territory (FULL Cover/ 
Shitpost) ] 


{Instrumental} 


The music started quiet but eventually picked up the rhythm with a 
guitar riff, and they could hear it from a distance, but it slowly got 
louder and louder as if indicating their unseen enemy approaching 
them. 


She's got a fetish for fine art 

A pair of knee-socks and an oversized sweatshirt 

She goes right to my heart 

She comes a‘knocking with her stocking and I get hurt 


"Pardon?" Aayla blushed at the lyrics' Implication, and so did Shaak 
Ti; any tension they felt left them, but they kept their guard up. 


"|..excuse me, what did it say?" Shaak Ti blushed as well. 


I get the feeling I'm in deep 
Troubled waters but they're only thigh-high 


This kind of girl don't get no sleep 
Don't wake your father, skip the starters, strap those garters up 
Oh my my! 


".,.he's coming alone..." Mundi takes a moment after trying to take the 
situation seriously but is only dumbfounded by what he's hearing and 
the choice of music by their enemy. 


"What music is this?" Shaak Ti muttered, still blushing profusely from 
the lyrics. 


Who knew that the enemy who defeated was using such... suggestive 
music while planning on killing them? 


With style, apparently. 


"Do you think we can face him?" Sha'a Gi questioned as the music 
played around them and got closer. 


"He doesn't have those droids with him..." Mundi said, determined, 
"We have a chance!" 


Checkered pattern on your skirt 

I see you flaunting, see you taunting, it's so sickening 

I can't resist the way you flirt I should be dead but my heartbeat's 
quickening 


"He's close, but where!?" The other Jedi exclaimed. 


"It's all around us!" Sha'a Gi added, looking everywhere as the music 
played, admittedly frightened. 


"Calm yourself..." Mundi said calmly despite the music, looking at the 
entrance. 


I get the feeling less is more 

It's an excuse just to shake your little derriére 
That ratio; a perfect score 

A girl's status is measured by her denier 


As the group gets together, with the music getting closer, they hear 
more, but they don't know where their enemy is. Unless... 


They hear something above that it's too late. They look up, and they 
see... the Commander above them. And he falls into a T-Pose Position 
before getting in position with his fist reared. 


"Lookout-" 


Lie down baby 
Arch your back now 


Maybe you can help me get what I want 
Curve your little spine and tell me that you're mine 
It's all about the game and what you flaunt 


The enemy fell from the ceiling and pummeled Sha'a Gi with a 
punch, crushing him and sending shockwaves. The Jedi around 
jumped back from the enemy, who revealed himself to them. He 
lifted his fist from Sha'a Gi's corpse and gave them a maniac grin. 


The Jedi recomposed themselves and quickly got to their footing, 
slashing their lightsabers at him, but to their shock, the odd 
Commander managed to dodge and weave through all five 
lightsabers and swung at him. 


"You're going down, you Sputnik!" 


The Commander then pulled out a rocket launcher, aimed at his feet, 
and pulled the trigger! The Jedi were pushed back, but to their shock, 
the odd CIS commander was sent flying into the air via explosion and 
landed on the side of the wall before using his rocket launcher to 
jump from the wall and crash between the Jedi group. 


The shockwave of the crash pushed everyone back sans the Furry 
Tusk-looking lad, who held his ground. He began fighting the 
Commander again, who merely dodged his incoming attack sent to 
the stomach that gasped all the air from the Jedi, who couldn't react 
to such an attack before enemy ended him with a neck snap as he fell 
limp. 


Yeah, I know that there's no pleasing you 
When you know that you're not teasing me 
She's an absolute terror for Absolute 
Territory 


Shaak Ti looked shocked at the death of her fellow and used the force 
to send debris at the Commander, but he stood there in an A Pose 
and took the brunt of it as pieces of scraps bounced off him, not 
fazing him one bit. 


The other Jedi took this opportunity to come in and slash at the 
enemy but was startled when he was grabbed by the face and 


slammed to the ground. 


"I have had it with these motherfucking Jedi on this motherfucking 
planet!" The enemy stated load. The commander looked up in time to 
see Aayla charge at him, but he quickly dispatched her with just a 
face grab and before he threw both of them on the other side of the 
room before summoning his rocket launcher and fired a well-placed 
crit-rocket that killed both of the Jedi. Now it's just him and the two 
other Jedi in the room. 


(Youre so hotly contested, here's a tip 
You should rename your thighs to the Gaza Strip) 


They fought hard, as expected from the two Jedi Masters. Still, the 
enemy was faster and able to dodge their strikes before he blindsided 
one of them when he pulled a fucking shovel and smashed it to the 
face of the dickhead looking Jedi, sending Mundi flying and crashing 
onto some debris. 


That's it, baby, take control 

Youre so enticing, mesmerizing, don't know how to react 
You're gonna steal my very soul 

More manslaughter than the third impact 


Now it's just Shaak Ti and the enemy; the former was shocked to see 
her fellow Jedi easily and was pushed back with a shovel of all 
things. The latter is now in an A Pose and slides towards her. Shaak 
Ti broke out of shock and slashed her lightsaber at him, but the 
enemy... 


...he merely grabs her and throws her aside like a sack of potatoes 
before pulling out a Stick-Grenade Launcher and firing some Sticky- 
Grenades on her body. Just as she lands, the bombs detonate, killing 
her. Mundi saw what happened after he recovered. 


I see you strutting in that pleat 

Double-taking, yeah, I'm shaking and you know it shows 
This kind of girl just can't be beat 

She whispers in my ear 

Take off your clothes 


"No! Shaak Ti!" Mundi laments before reaching out to the force to 
grab his lightsaber while the odd enemy, in an A Pose, slowly turns at 
him menacingly. 


They're in a tense standoff, slowly and indeed, as the music picks 
up... the enemy pulls out a lightsaber hilt and ignites it... 


And the blade takes the form of a... shovel... 


Ki Mundi stared dumbfounded but recomposed himself as his mind is 
on vengeance. The music picks up, and then... they clash! 


Lie down baby 

Arch your back now 

Maybe you can help me get what I want 

Curve your little spine and tell me that you're mine 


Their fight is a dance of death as the Jedi and CIS Commander 
parried and slashed blades and shovels at each other—the Jedi 
Master with his lightsaber, the Droid Commander with his light 
shovel. Mundi shows visible frustration trying to break through the 
CIS Commander's defenses, and it's infuriating that this man, who 
seems to have some odd abilities of sorts, can push him back to his 
limit. Even with his force, precognition isn't able to keep up with the 
man who killed his fellow Jedi with ease. 


What kind of man he's facing? And who's playing that music?! 


He couldn't think of it when the enemy commander locked blades 
with him. Then he pulled out his rocket launcher and aimed it 
downwards. Ki Mundi's eyes widened, and he wasn't to reach in time 
when the enemy pulled the trigger. The goes boom, and they 
explode. The resulting explosion knocks the Jedi back and disorients 
him. 


It's all about the game and what you flaunt 

Yeah, I know that there's no pleasing you When you know that 
you're not teasing me 

She's an absolute terror for Absolute 

Territory 


As Mundi tries to recover, he is bashed on the head by a shovel when 
the Odd Commander lands on him after being launched into the air 
by the explosion; in short, he got Market Gardened. 


The Commander stood over the defeated Jedi with a satisfied smirk. 
He looks over his works and is very content with what he has done. 


"Hahahah! All gave some! They gave me a lot! We didn't give an 
inch!" 


Commander Mann boasted before he did a Kazotsky Kick over 
Mundi's corpse. 


"Medals for everyone!" 


Speaking of which... what happened to the clones that were supposed 
to save them? 


—Outside the wreckage— 


"Heavy is credit to conga line!" A B2 Heavy Droid liltingly stated as 
he danced with other droids following him. 


"Conga, conga, conga!" 
"Conga, Maggots!" 


An LAAT had crashed, not too far from the acclamator wreckage, with 
ARC Trooper bodies piled up, Commander Fordo amongst them. All of 
Muunilist 10 are dead, some are riddled with bullets while others 
were blown to bits. The moment they tried to enter Hypori, they 
were under the assumption the droid army would be unaware of their 
arrival! Oh, but buddy Richard Mann has that covered! 


To recap, the LAAT hurried to Hypori with an ARC Trooper team, 
flying at low altitude to avoid detection. But what they didn't account 
for were the many Sentry Guns set up by the B1-Engineers and B2- 
Heavy Droids, B1-Soldier Droids with Direct hits, aiming their 
weapons at the direction where the rescue team would be coming 
from per the orders by Richard. 


When they entered, what followed was very anti-climatic, like very, 
very anti-climatic, like Indiana Jones Gun vs Sword Duel Anti- 
Climatic. 


The cluster of rockets tore through the LAAT's wings, and high- 
caliber bullets and blaster rounds of the sentries and miniguns shot at 
the cockpits, killing the pilots. When the LAAT crashed in the middle 
of the droid army, Fordo and some of his clones survived the crash... 
not so much with the TF-Droids that have their guns aimed at them 
before they even have a chance to recuperate. 


When Fordo and his team finally recovered and got out of the LAAT, 
they were riddled with bullets and explosions, thus killing them. And 
this ends Commander Fordo and the ARC Trooper team... 


And now, those said dead clones and wreckage of the LAAT are 
surrounded by groups of B2 Super Battle Droids and B1-Battle Droids 
who are currently doing a conga dance around them while the 
Homing Spider Droid and other droids just watched or either joined. 
How a homing spider droid does the conga on despite being a 
massive droid vehicle is up to your imagination, and believe me, it 
gets weird! 


Well, that ends this what-if. 


End of this What IF. 


I've made this What IF before I finished Chapter 6, and I have fun 
doing this! And yes, it was because I was watching POOTIS ENGAGE 
and Pootis Engage // EXTREME, as well as many POOTIS Status 
memes so I decided to make this} Enjoy! Now excuse me. 
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